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Riters, who mean no Int'reſt, but their Arts; 


* V Of undepending Minds, and ſtedfaſt Hearts, 
| Diſclaiiving Hopes, will empty Forms negle&; 
Nor need PxrRMiss10n—to addreſs ReſpeQ. 


Frank, as the manly Faith of antient Time, | 
Let Truth for once approach the Great, i in Nine! ' 
Nor publick Benefit, miſguided, ſtray, 

Becauſe a Private Wiſher points its Way. 


Ss Tf * ag here, your Greatneſs Wo IO | 
To aſk, Whit's HE, who thus, uncall'd,” attends! 
Smile, at a Suitof, whoz'in Courts, untrac'd, 


Pleas'd if o'er look d, thus owns his humble Taſte. — 


Vow'd:an Unenvier, of the buſy Great; | 
Too plain for Flatt'ry ; and, too calm for Hate 3 
Hid to be Happy; who ſurveys, unknown, 
The pow rleſs Cottage and the peaceleſs Throne. | 
A ſilent Subject to His own Controll: n 
Of active Paſſions, hut, uny ele Soul ; A 545 0 
Engrafs'd by NO Purſuits, amus'd, by All fa nh 
But, deaf, as Adders, to ambition's Call! 
Too Free, for Pow'r, (or Prejudice,) to win, 
And, ſafely, lodging Liberty within. 


Pardo, Great Prince! th' uu tales Strain, 
That ſhuns to Dedieate; nor ſeeks to gain: 


A 2 
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To His Royal Highneſs the Px inen. 


That, (ſelf-refigning) knows no narrow View; 
And, but ſor Publick Bleſſings, courts, ev'n YOU ! 


Late a bold Tracer of your meaſur'd Mind, 
(While by the mournful Scene, to Grief inclin'd) 

I ſaw your ＋ xx of Eyes confeſs © CE | 
Soft Senſe of Belvidera's deep Diftreſs, * 
+ Prophetic, thence, foredeem d the riſing Years; 
And hail'd a Happy Nation, in Your Tears! 20 


Oh !—nobly, touch'd ! —th' inſpiring Pleaſure chuſe, 
Snatch, from the {able Waves, the ſinking Muſe! _ 
Charming, be charm'd ! the Stage's Anguiſh heal: 
And teach a Janguid People how to feel. 855 


Then her full Soul, ſhall Tragic Pow'r impart, 
And reach Three Kingdoms in their Prince's Heart.! 
Lightneſs, diſclaim'd, ſhall bluſh itſelf away: 

And reas'ning Senſe reſume forgotten Sway. 

Love Courage, Loyalty, Taſte, Honour, Truth. 
Flaſh'd from the Scene, recharm our liſt'ning Youth: 
And, Virtues, (by Your Influence form'd) ſyſtain 16 
The future Glories of their Founder's Reigg. 


Nor let due Care of a proteQed Stage, 
Misjudg'd Amuſement, bar ſpare Hours engage : 
Strong, ſerious, Truths, the manly Muſe diſplays ; 
And leads charm'd Reaſon thro! thoſe flow'ry Ways. 
While Hiſtory's cold Care but Facts enrolls, 
The Mufe, (pervaſive) ſaves the pictur'd Souls, 
Beyond all Egypt's Gums, embalms Mankind: 
And ſtamps the living Features of the Mind. 
Time can eje& the Sons of Pow'r, from Fame; 
And, He who gains a World, may Loſe his Name. 
But cheriſh'd Arts inſure immortal Breath: © *' 
And, bid their prop'd Defenders tread on Death ! ah 


- 
4 
L 


To His Royal Highneſs the PRIMe 1E 
Look back, lov'd Prince! on Ages ſunk in Shade! 
And feel, what Darkneſs, abſent Genius made! 
Think, on the dead Fore-fillers of your Place! | 
Think, on the ftern Firſt-founders of your Race; 
And, where loſt Story ſleeps, in ſilent Night; | 
Charge to their want of Taſte, their want of Light. 


When, in your riſing Grove, (no Converſe nigh,) © 
Black Edward's awful Buſt, demands your © ugh) " 
Think, from what Cauſe, blind Chronicles Defame _ 
The groſs-told Tow'rings, of that dreadful Name! 

Search him, thro' Fancy: and Suppoſe him, ſhown * 
By the Long Glories, to the Muſes known: 

Shining, diſclos'd ; —o'er trampling Death's Controll! 
And, opening backward, Al his Depth of Soul! 

Then—breathe.a conſcious Sigh, to mourn his Fate, 
Who form'd no Writers, like his Spirit, Great! 


Tolimn his living Thoughts—paſt Fame renew; 
And build Him Honours, they reſerve, for You} 


Jan, 


Mitb profrind Reſpect, 
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A; HILL. 
A'3 Far- 


= em" by a Cloud of il Accidents, they diſ- 

' — perfe the dark Screen; and, again, become 
J 3 6rabanyl” nfo pag 3k 15 

But unwilling to ſuppoſe, we are, now, under Influ- 

ence of ſuch a © 

thought it more decent, (and juſter) to charge its Degen- 

eracy to the Stage, than to the Genius of the Nation. 


Accounting in this manner for the Defect, I have oſten 
taken Pleaſure, (when turning my Search towards a Reme. 
dy) to confider it, as no improbable Hope, that Young. 
Actors, and Actreſſes, begining, unſeduc'd by affected 


Examples, might go ſome Length toward what has been 


ſaid, of a celebrated Writer, 
Who reach d Perfection, in his firſt Eſlay.” 


It requir'd, methought, but the Aſſiſtance of a lively 
Imagination, join'd to an eafy and natural, Power; with 
a reſolute Habitude, to BE, for an Hour or two, the very 
Perſons, they wou'd ſeem ——Such a Foundation for ac- 
compliſh's Acting, lies ſo open, and ſo clearly in Nature, 
that they, who find it at all, muſt diſcover it at firſt ; Be- 
canſe when Men are once gone out of the Road, they who 
travel the fartheſt, bave but moſt Length of Way to ride 
back again. | 5 


Yet, 


oud, with Regard to Dramatical Taſte, . 


, Paz res to the READ n. 3 
Vet, the Intereſted. in Playhouſes were ſo poſitive, in 
the contrary. Sentiment, that they fabmitted to reverence, 
as a Maxim, chis extraordinary. Confeſſion, That 
% Actors muſt be twenty: Years ſuch, before they can 
expect to be maſters, of the Air, and Tread of the 
. Stage at n 10 920 RE; 4 
Now there is but one View, in Nature, wherein I was 
willing to admit of this Argument: I was forc'd to con- 
feſs, 1 had. ſeen ſome, particular, Stage Airs, and Stage 
_ Tready, which a Man of good. Senſe might. indeed, waſte 
a long Life, in endeavouring to imitate, and, at laſt, loſe 
J OO gant as vine we th. 
However, fince. an- Opision, in» Oppoſition. to . theſe 
Gentlemen's, wanted Weight to make That believ'd 
flibe,- which had not, yet, been reduc'd into practice, 
took a ſudden Reſolution, Actually to try, Who was in 
the Right, by attempting the Experiment. ——Phis, I 
knew, was a Deſign, which, ſucceeding wou'd not fail 
to give. Pleaſure to the Publick ; and, which, miſcarrying, 
cou d produce no worſe Conſequence, than my particu- 
lar Margficatien.” - © e e 
I inagin'd it reaſonable to found. a Tryal, of this Na- 
ture, rather, on a New Play, than an old one: And, as it 
ought to be a Play, of unqueſtionable Merit, it muſt 
have been Preſumption, and Vanity, to have caſt a 
. Thoughs towards any thing, of my own. Upon the 
whole, that I might keep out of the Reach either of Pre- 
judice, or Partialty, a Foreign Production ſeem'd the pro- 
pereſt Choice; and the ZAIRE, of Moakeur:de Voltaire, 
offer d me every thing that Nature cou'd do, on the Part 
of the Poet: But, I had ſtill ſomething to wiſh, with re- 
gard to that other Part of her Influence, which depended 
on the Player. | 
I had. (of late) among the Reſt of the Town, been de- 
5 priv'd of all rational Pleaſure from the Theatre, by\ a 
monſtrous, and unmov:ng, AﬀeCtation : Which, choakin 
up the Avenues to paſſion, had. made Tragedy Forbidding, 
and, Horrible. L 233 
| | was deſpairing to ſee a Correction of this Folly, when 
, . I ſound.amyſelf, unexpectedly, re- animated by the War 
| | which 


- 


— * 


„ bissi se kA. 
which The Prom has d, und d low, 
Weekly waging, againſt the — 42 Whiners, of the 
Theatre; after having under taken to reduce the Actor's 
loſt Art, into Prineiples; with. Deſign 
them to the touching, and ſpinited;, Medium, to reform 
thoſe wild Copies of Life, into ome Reſemblance, at leaft, 
ef their Originals. 
Thus, confirm'd — San6imihts, I'ventut'd on the 
Caſt of to Capital Characters, into Hands, not diſabled, 
by Cuſtom, and obſtinate Prejudice, - From purſuing the 
Plain Track of Nature. 
It was eaſy to induce Oſman, (as he is a Relation 'of my 


on, and but too fond of the Amuſement) to make Try- 
al, how far his Delight, in an Art, I hall neyer allow him 
to practiſe, might enable him to ſupply one Part of the 


Proof, that to imitate. Nature, we muſt proceed, upon 
Natural Principles. 
Az:theſame Time; 4 happen'd; that Mrs Cibber was, 


fortunately, inclinable to exert her mimitable Talent, in 


addition Aid of my Purpoſe, with View to continue 


the practice of a profeſſion, for which, Her Perſon, Her 


Voice, the amaffected Senſibility of Her Heart, (and her 


-Pace, fo finely diſpos'd, for aſſuming, and el 


the Paſſions) have ſo naturally, qualify'd her. 
And to give this beld Novelty of Deſign, all its geceſ⸗ 


fury Furtheranee, Mr. Hleel ⁊uood, Who profeſſes the 


molt generous Inchuations, fer improvement of his trou- 
dleſome Province, very willingly eoncurr'd, in whatever 
could, on His Part, be of uſe, to the Experiment. 
Bähold, in this ietle Detail, from what Motive, I have 
taken upon me to throw one of the fineſt of French Plays 
| the Publick——If my Expectations are not ſtrangely 
_ deceiv'd, it will be. ſonnet, by the Event, whether 'our 
Taſte ſor true Tragedy is declin'd ; 3 or the. true Art of 
Acting is forgotten. 


From the Pirſt, I have wdthing'to conclude, but, that 


my Judgment has has been weak, and miſtaken. 
gut if the Laſt proves the Caſe, I ſhall flatter myſelf, 
that thoſe *Perſons of Quality, from whoſe imaginary 


Want of 3 ſome People have ä to 
7 erive 


gn, by reconciling 


* 
1 
Ca KH wo Farming ——— — 5 . 


derive their Dull Qualities, . will a 

ſulted Underſtanding, Exact, for the fütüre, a wafm, 

and, toilſome, Exertion, of the Strong and the Natural, 
tuo at the Coſtof, the Lazy and Affecec. 


1 


" Paxzrace wotheRravDrr; 


| This would awaken, at once, the Reflexion of maby, 


who have it in their Power to be moving, and natural, 
Actors; and by effectually convincing them, that their 


Preſent Opinion is wrong, bring em over (for their own, 
and the Publick Advantage) to embrace, and ſucceed by 


a New one. | 
Such a Step, toward reforming the Theatre, wou'd 


draw on, (as a Conſequence) of many its nobler Im- 


ea arenas had where Emotions are keeneſt, the De- 
ight becomes greateſt ; and, to Whatever moſt charms, 


we, moſt cloſely adhere 3 and encourage it, moſt 


actively. | e * | 
Tf, in tranſlating this excellent Tragedy, I have reg 


. ded, in ſome Places, the Soul, and; in others, the Let- 


ter, of the Otiginal Monſieur de Voltaire, who has made 


- himfelf a very capable Judge, both of our Language, and 


Cufloms, will indulge me that Latitude ; except, he ſhou'd, 
in obſerving ſome Alterations I have made, in his Names, 
and his Diction, forget, that their Motives are to be found, 
in the Turn of our National Difference. : 
After what I have ſaid of the Playhouſes, it wou'd be 


| thjuſtice, not to declare, that T exclude from the Cenſure, 


of ſpeaking, or acting, unaturally, Any One of the Per- 
fons, who have been caſt into Z ARA And, in particu- 
lar, I muft ſay This, of Two of them; that Mr. Mil- 


ward, who is already a very excellent. and-hourly rifing to 


be an accompliſh'd; Actor, has a Voice, that both com- 


prehends, and expreſſes, the utmoſt Compaſs of Harmo- 
And Mr Cibber, diſcerningly, purſued, thro' the 


ny. 
numberleſs Extent of his Walks, is an Actor, of as un- 


limited a compaſs of Genius, as ever E ſaw on the Stage, 


and, is, barely, receiv'd, as he deſerves, when the Town 


is moſt favourable. 4 


PRO- 


in Right of their in- 


F 


e COLLET CIABER, rugs . 
5 sreke by Mr. C1B-BER. 99 55 


I HE French, . Howe” eee may ſeem, 

Ext tbeir-fire,. by critich. phlegm : 

Beg 2 bile Englith. botany natare's freedom n 

| warm: their, ſcenes with an ungovern'd flame : 

2 's ftlrange, that nature never ſhould inſpire 

. of Racine's judgment, with a Shakeſpear's fire / | 

Howe er, to night==(t to promiſe much were loth) 

3 en dr a chance,: tu haue a taſte of both. 

I - From: i plays, Tara French author 2 * ä 

. 2 his 3 beyond herſelf, inſpir'd ; 

Fran rad Othello's rage, he raid bis ftyle, 

Hand fnatch'd the brand, that lights bis tragick pile : 

Tara's Succeſs his utmoſt bopes outflew, 5 

And a tire tæuentietb weeping audience drew 

A, ſor gur Engliſh Friend, he leaves to e 

Abbate er may /com to his | performance due; 

. No wiews of gain, his hopes or fears engage, 

Ae gin a bilds 5 to the Hage, 

toy to 4. if yet, forſaken nature, —- 

c with any one remember d feature. 12; 

Thus far, 755 author ſpra li. but now, the player,. 

Win trembling beatt, prefers his humble prayer... 
t, the greateſt venture of my life, | 

ry end eren * wifh.s 


13 12 * 4 


If. 


If 


PROVOGUE: 


7 3 you Mul, may elm ber, to merit,” | 
With gentle ſmiles, ſupport her wavering * 


in France, at once, an aftreſs rait d, 
Warm 'd into 3 by being kindly prais d: 
oO! FD ue} ry Wonders here, from favour 35 


our Zara's heart, with tranſport OF 


But 17 . alas | ! by jufter fears pre * . 
Begs but your bare tndur 
Her unſeilF'd tongue would 22 — Ge, 
Nor dares her bounds, for falſe Applauſes . 
0 a thouſand faults, her beſt pretence © 
leaſe 1. mb wnpreſueing innocence. 
a chaſte heart's diſtreſi your grief 


oz felent tear outweighs @ thouſand hands, _ 


If ſhe conveys thep leafin ng paſont, right, es 5 | * 


Guard and ſupport her, deciffoe nipht. 


If foe e eee finds. her e to: rent too 4. 


Let interpofing pity ————breakt 
In you it reſts, to ſave her, or Deſtroy, < 
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Oſman, Sultan ef eee : By a bende. 


Luſignan, /aft of the Blood of * Fa, 
Chriſtian * of aki My. abt” Milward, | 
* OS Cibber.. 
Selim N Slave w the &u 10 „ J Mrs. . 
2 5 1 N . 5 ibber. * 
Oraſmin, Minifier to the Sultan, Mr. Eſte. 
Melidor, an Officer in the Seraglie, Mr. Croſs. 
S CE N E, The Seraglio, at Jeruſalem. 79 
8 — — — — 
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To 
28: 344826 | ay. 
Ae T- I. 80 EN E * 4 8 
ZAR ard Sen a e of 
ES T- moves my wonder, voung and bene 
| ara, 
Whence theſe new ſentiments. inſpire your | 
heart ! 


Your: peace of mind increale 8 with your A y N 2 2 
Tears, now, no longer ſhade your eyes” ſoſt r- 


Vou meditate, no more, thoſe happy climes, 928 3 4 
To which Nere/tan will return to guide jou: ban dl 
You talk no more of that gay nation, now, 

Where men adore their wives, and woman 8 . 


Draws rev'rence from a poliſh d people's ſoftneſs: 
Their huſband's equals, and their lovers qdeens! 
Free, without ſcandal; wise, without ee a 15 3 5 
Their virtue, due to natures not to fear! 5 811 "ph 19 en 3 
Why have you ceas'd, to wi this; happy c 22 
A Pee d eagle lad unſocial et 17 i 3 ws AE 
Scorn'd, pas a ſlave! all this has, loſt its 1 ien 
And Syria rivals, now, the ork of Seine | 2c 0 Ng 


1 


The Sultan's 


* | . 5 
Zara. Jojs, which we do not know we do not t with; 

My fate's bound in by Son's facred wall 

Clos'd from my infancy, within this palace, 


. Cuſtom bas learnt,. from from time, the 10 | 7 
I claim no ſhare in the remoter wor world, ple | 


l his will my "oY | 
im, his power, 85 kung. 


1s my — 8 


5 .Unknowing 
5 3 
Bel. Have you forgo 
| Abſent Nerefſtan then whoſe gen'rous frien 
So nobly vow'd redemption from your —4 ? 
How oft have you-admir'd his — 8 
O ſinan, his conqu'ror, by his courage, charm'd, 
Trufted his faith, and, on his word, releas'd him: 
Tho' not return d, in time — we, yet, expect him. 
Nor had his noble jo other motive, 4 
Than to-procure our ranſom ;—and is this, Fs, 
This . warm, hope — become an idle dream? 
Zara. Since, after two long years, he not returns 
Tis plain, his promiſe ftretch'd: beyond his power : © 
A ſtranger, and a ſlave, unknown, like him, 
Propoſing much, means little; talks, and vow, 
Delighted with a praſpet of eſcape '— — 
He promis'd to redeem ten chriſtians more, 
And free us all, from flavery——I own, 
I once admir'd th' unprofitable'zeal, 
But, now, it charms no longer. — 
Seel. What! if yet, | 
He faithful, ſhou'd return, and hol his vow! | |; 
Wou' d you not, then——— ' * 
Zara. No matter——time is paſt ; 
And every thing is chang'd— | 
Sel. But, whence comes this? - 
Zara, Go—twyere $06, much, to tell hls Zara fate; 3 
'The Sultan's ſecrets, all are facred, here: os 
But my fond heart delights to mix with thine—— 
Some three months-paſt, when thou, and other tb 
Were forc'd to quit fair Jordan's flow'ry bank; 
3 to rr 2 of my 99. | 


e 


— 


"Ne Tag — ZARA * 5 3 of. 
Rais'd me to comfort, by a powerful _—_ 
This mighty Oſman : 
. Sel. bar of bim? FF 
Ws Zara. This Sultan! _ . 
This conqu ror of the chriſtians! 1 52 
Hel. Whom? ?:; 4 1 
ö Zara. Zara 3 3: 2 
Thou bluſheſt, and I gueſs, thy thoughts ame PY by 
But know me better twas . an 
All emperor, as he is; I cannot 
To hondurs, that bring ſhame and baſench with em. | 
Reaſon, and pride, thoſe props of modeſty, - - 
Suſtain my ed heart, and ſtrengthen virtue 3 1 
Rather than fink to infamy, let chains | 
Embrace me, with a joy, ſuch lovedenies:'  - * 
No—1 ſhall, now, aſtoniſh thee j —— his 3 
Submits, to own a pure, and honeſt flame; :- | + 
Among the ſhining eroũds, which live, to pleaſe un, 
His whole regard is fix d on me, alone: 
He offers marriage —andi its rites, now, wait, - 
To crown me empreſs of this eaſtern world. | 
$Sel. Yourvirtue; and your charms, deſerve-it > I 
My heatt is not ſurpriz'd, but ſtruck, to hear it: 


If, to be 4 cani compleat your happineſs, .. 
I rank myſel with joy, among your ſlayes. | 


Zara. Be Aill my <qual—and enjoy my vieſings, 
For, thou partaking, they will bleſs me more. 
Sel. Alas! but heaven | will it permit this manage ?/ 

Will not this grandeur, falſely call'd a bliſs, 
Plant bitterneſs, and root it, in your heart? 
Have you forgot, you are of chriſtian blood ꝰꝰ/ 

Zara. Ah me! what haſt thow ſaid? why would * 
thou, thus, 

Recal my war ring thoughts | ?—bow know 1. what,.. na 
Or whenceT am ! heaven kept it, hid, in <7; mol 19 
Conceal'd me from myſelf, and from my blood. 

Sel. Nereftan, who. was born a chriſtian, here, 
Aﬀerts, that you, like him, had chriſtan parents : 

Zeſides that croſs, which, from your infant years,” at} 

8 , ; was found upon your boſom, PEN 


* 


MESS 
—_— 
— 
- 


* 


25 35 _ <2, 


2 1 The Tragedy: of ZA Ba: 
As if d d, by heaven, a ! of faith; 
eg Pd be f e 305 82 
Tara. Can my fond heart, on ſuch à feeble gout 
Embrace a faith, abhorr'd by him Toye? | 
L.ſee, too plainly, cuſtom forms us Lol 3 | 
Our thoughts;-our-niorals, our moſt xd belief, 
Are conſequences of our place of birth: © 
Boro beyond Ganges, I had been a pagan; 
In France, athriffian;—T am, here, a Farm; 
Tis but :3aftrg&ion all] our parents” hand, - 
| . on our hearts, the fieft, faint i or 
That nothing can — but death, or heaven., 
Thou wert not made a pris ner in this place, 
Till, after reaſon, borrowing force from years. 
Had lent its luſtre, to enlighten faith '=— oy SV 
Fot ane} who in my cradle was their ſlave, 
I chriſtian doQrines were, too Jately, tau * * 
et, far from; having loſt the rev tence due, 
This croſs, as often? as it meets my eye, 8 
Strikes thro? my Reart a kind of "awful wy 
F honour, from my ſoul, the ehriſtian laws, 
Thoſe laws; which, foftning nature, by binary, | 
Melt nations into brotherhood : ;—no doubt, | 
Chriſtians. are kappy'; and "tis juſt to love em. : 

Sel. Why have yon, 1 — declar'd qurſelf their foe ?- 
Why 4 784 join yduf hand, with. this proud ang, 
Who owes his triumpks to tþ | chriſtians 2% 1 

Tara Ah {—who could ſlig t the o Fer of of Mir depng?: 

Nay —for I mean to tell 'thee Wo my ve kneſs Dues 

J 5 I had, ere now, del. thy faich?” 54 
But Oſman Joh me and I ve JoRt it Aj: WS NY 
It on hone, bot Oman pleas' d heart, 

Fill d with the bleſſing, to be lav'd, by him, 
Wants ebm for Scher There 8: rake thou, 
Befora thy ces, his merit 59500 2 Jo 
His youth, 20 bloSmity ber in mag 

How many Lengner d keigg: have par ed his 78 


Think, too, — — 2 ok becomes = 
EIN Sr pol * r 2 — 
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- * 
I talk not of the ſcepter, which be gives os 
No. to be charg d Wich that, were thanks, 

too hiumble;- e ble bf 

Offenſive tribute, and too poor, for love; 7 3 A 

"Twas Oſman, won my heart, not Oſnan' s crown: . 

I love not, in him, aught, beſides himſelf. i 


Thou think'ſt, perhaps, that theſe are ſtarts of . 


But, had the will of rev? n, leſs bent-to bleſs bim, 
Doom'd Oſman to my chains, and me, to fill 


The 2 2 Oſman its on min and mon ö 


Catch, and conſume my wiſhes, buf 008 — 
To raiſe me, to my ſelf, deſcend, to him. 
| Sel. T hear, methioks, his ſtep— tis be- be comes: 
[Exit Cling. 
Zara. My heart pi reventad him, and found him near: 
Abſent, two 7775 ong da ys, the flow pac'd hour, * 
At laſt, is come and gives * to e | Uo 


Toe 2 a paper, hit Worden, 1 | 
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of Wait my return—or, oc 1 ere be a e, 
That may require my preſence - do not fear 
To enter — ever mindful, that my .. 
Follows my people's hapineſs.— At length, 28 
Cares * To rh heart—to love, and Zara.” 18 
Zara. Twas not in cruel Abſence, to TO me. 
Of your imperial image — every where, + 
You reign, triumphant”: memory fopplies 
Reflexion, with your power ; . and you, * . 

Are, always preſent—and are, always gracious.. 

. Of. The Sultam, my great anceſtors, 4p 
Their empire to me, but their taſtethey gave not; 

Their laws, their lives, their loves, delight not me: G 
Eknow, .our Prophet ſmiles, on amorous wiſhes Txt his 
And opens a wide field, to vaſt defire: e 
I know, that, at my my will, I might pollels © 0% Wa 
That, 28 * in wild * | 


, — we. 


(2 Oni Amin. 


0 


* 
. 


3 lage „ 


. If, with an equal fam | touch your heart, 


a. neh of 2 A M A. 
1 mig nt look es, o my furrqunded feet, , 
7 Nothful, from Abi my pace. 


And bid my pleaſure, be my peo ; 
| 2 „ * 
Unconquer d. mi Javes to . 8 
Hence was Feruſglem, Fe ao 8. , lofts” For 5 0 
e t i nþelfev;n Ing Tore, | ”* 
2 me, t ghee king, by chin ike one 


Hence Line, 
: TIS « fog hb ant F wak'd 150 5. 89 world Fe, 1 3 
yer amid. „e , thy pan has ae 


For, thou like mg, alangaid.tove ;_ © 
| 55, Jn ee 2 gpl lone; 8 


a, Join 
Zela. 1 1 with bluſhes, and Ka 
This paſfin,, bs Ate TP Ye. 


Of. Pe I eh e W Tina, 


The eee the diftru 


e of mp 8 
1 Ee 1 NNE 2 4 ak ele elleem n ak. 
To truſt your virtue, and to court . —_— =. 


Nobly I 
And dar x phe 0 . e , Yo town: 
Shay 11 er 3 1 8990 My cs, Zara.” 
Ithin——nd reach n ark . 
5. 2 Ki D) Au Sy. of o 1 5 


How low, how i c as the log mY Tera! | 

Too page. e W Wat. 0 pay. Jock ne. 
0ſ. Not ta wou'd raue 

Let me cap e ng: „ de 

That wi rhe, ery, 5 _ | N 

That viſe yi 1 bated, had e l 

To owe were moderation : tis my am, 


In every, .thiog, to Teach ſupreme r | 


Marriage attends * your [mile = but know know, denne 
Me wretched, if 0 eh es, 95 Zara happy. 
r Ab! 


\ 


& 


et 40 nee | 
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Can, from my will, 8 its bliſs, bent, 2767 fe 


What mortal, ener, was decre ea 0 „ 1 4 
Pardon the pride, with which I own; my.. * 3 oy 


Thus, wholly, to poſſeſs the x v6 re 


l {F 3 = f * 


To know, and to confeſs, his * 
To be the happy ch We ar ton n 
To N # hee: 4 2268 

; ben ag N 
0 end 1 bee Arft 2: was FC) 
| Of," Already 2 el, What! Dri 
Tn 5 3 e d n 
r is — 94 re b 
That chriſtian ſlave, ho, licens'd,, 1 
Went hepcy,, pag ce an ien 
hes} ; wr J r t. * 
Zara. FAY: 1 61 5, * 


Of. eee cons va)" 
Graf. 1 va "without : 0. Chriltian, dares. I 


ms Io meta. 0 


une. „ „ Nac 
Shine, but' in vain, unwazming, if unſen: * 7 
With forms, and rev'rence, let the great be 
Not the unhappy: every place, alike, . 


Gives the diſtreſs d a privilege to enter. ¶ Exit nin : 
I think, with horror; on theſe dreadful maxim, 


ES: 


Which harden fer, en br. wks Ee rh bs 


LF 


w- 


Ner. 1 Sultan 3 ev'n ee - 
See me, return'd regardful of my vo-, 
And, punctual, to diſcharge a chriſtian's . 
1 bring. re ranſom of the captive, Zara. 
Fair Selima, the partner of her fortune, 
And of ten e e cap:ives, pig ners, here. 
You promis'd, Sultan, if 1 ſhoy'd return, 


eee rated liberty i———Bchold, 


— 
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I am return d, and they are yours, no more. fares 
--I wou'd have ſtetch'd my purpoſe, to myſelf, _ y 
But fortune has den Sera eee poor all + 
Suffic'd, no-further ; and a nobly poverty . 
Ia, now, my whole poſſeſſionꝛ — 1 regem 

The promis d chriſtians : 1 

Nut, for myielf I come, again, your ſlave, 

To wait the fuller hand of future chatit). 

Oſmas. — I'muftconfeſs, thy in 


But let thy pride be taoghtt, it treads too high. to 
When it preſumes to climb, above my merey. — 
Go, ranſomleſs, thyſelf and carry back RS. 
Their unaccepted ranfoms, join'd'with gifts 
Fit to reward thy purpoſe— i of ten, 
Demand a hop chriſtians z they are thine : - 
Take *ent—and bid em teach their haughty dene, 
They left ſome virtue, among Saracens. — 
Be Luſigan, alone — 
Who boaſts the blood of kings, and dares tay im. 
To my Fe cham his guilt! 
Such is the law of ſtates ! had I been vanquiſ d, 
Thus had he ſaid, of me: I mourn his lot, 
”__ muſt, in fetters, Joſt to da light, pine, 7 
And figh away old age, in grief, and pain. e N 
For Zara butto name ber as a captive, 
Were to diſhonour language ; —— ſhe's a prize, 
Above thy purchaſe ; all the chriſtian realems + 8 909 
With all their kings to guide em, wou'd unite - | 
In vain, to force her from me.——-Go, retire 
Ner. For Zara's ranſom, with her own conſent, 
I bad your royal word For Lafggad 
Unhappy, poor old man 
- Of. Was I not heard“ 
Have I not told thee, chriſtian, all wy il: 5 
What, If I prais d thee ! this beten. virtue, | 
8 my eſtcem, provokes my pri "ah 
Be gone and when N un ſhall riſe 
: Op my dominion, de not found——too near gle; £362 50% 
| nnn 


Za 


— # : 


% 


; ei, — 2 4 R 4. +... Wo 
Zara. [Afide.) Aſif him, heaven! e 
O/. Zara, retire a moment=— 

 Afſurae, throughout my palace, 2 A 22 
_ "While I give orders, to prepare the F 
That wans,- to crowin thee: miſtreſs « | 
| [Zrads bt out — returns... 
Oraſmin! didſt thou mark thiimperious ſlave? 
What cou di he mean ! be figh'&—and, as he went 
'Furn'd, and look'd back at Zara didſt thou mark it? 

Oraf. Alas! my ſovereign maſter! let not jealouſy | 
Strike high enopgh, to reach your noble heat. 

Of. Jokouts, faid'ſt thou I diſdain it— No 
Diftruſt is poor z and à miſplac d ſoſpicion 
Invites, and juſtifies, the falſhood fear d—- 

Vet, as] love with Wwarmth = ſo, I cou'd hate! | 

But, Zara, i is above diſguiſe, and art www | wo 50 oY 

My .love. is eas, , nohler, than my power 1552 
WA 


Jealous! not jealous if! . 

1 am not no- my heart but let us dros nn 415 - == 

Remembrance of the word, and of the image _ wi 
My heart is And with a diviner flame.=—— ' - - 82 =_ 


Go—and prepare for the approaching opus e, 
Zara to empire jeyns delight. * 5 55 
Ther, hg s 40 hes — 
| En, is a8: 5: 

* [Exit kan 
Monarchs, by forms of . pompous miſery, prolwdbs 
In proud, ugſeciel, ſolitude, unbleſs'd, 


Wou'd, but for love's (oft, influence, care their throne, 20 
And, among _ pillows; Jive, r 
FAISE 1 
7% TY Mere of 8 
i bY 5 eue. N 
end ' 
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Be WERSGS TAN, CHATILL ON.” 


Cha. Af ATCHLESS Nereftan! generous, and 


a; , ES 
You, .who Lav broks the chains of Hopeleſs ſlaves ! 
You, chriſtian ſaviour f by a faviour ſent! 
Appear, be known, enjoy your due delight?! 
The graetful weepers wait, to claſp your knees, 
They throng, to Kiſs the happ wy that ſavd em: 
Indulge the kind impatience of their eyes, 
And at their head, command their hearts, for ever: - 


Sd 

. 
FY . 
- 


Mer. THuftrious Chatillon! this praiſe 'o'erwhelms me: 


What have I done, beyond a chriſtian's duty ! 
Beyond, what you wou d, in my place, have done? 
Cha. True — it ãs eV ry honeſt chriftian's duty! 

Nay, tis the bleſſing of ſuch minds, as ours, 

For others gopd, to ſacrifite bur /o 
Yet, happy they, to whom heaven grants the power, 
To erecute, like you, that duty's call fi 
For us the relicts of abandon'd war: 
F in France, and in Feruſalem, 

to old in fetters O / mans Tather 

Conſign d us to the gloom of a damp dungeon, 
Where, but for you, we maſt have groan d out life; 
And native France have bleſs'd our eyes no more. 


Mer. The will of gracious heaven, that ſoften'd Oſman, 
pix d me, for your ſakes ; but, with our joy, 


Flows, mix'd, a bitter ſadneſs I had hop'd, 
To ſave, from their perverſion, a young beauty, 
Who, in her infant innocence, with. me, 


5 Wa 


eee Sen 
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Was 3 a e e be d 33 FO 
"When, ſprinkling Syria; with; the blood: of: te, 
Cæ ſareaꝰs walls To Luſignan. ſurpria d, | 
And the proud oreſcent riſe, in bloody triumph : 2 
> From this Seraglio. Du young, eſcap'd F 
Fate, three — — reſtor'd me to my — 5 
Then ſent to Paris, on my plighted faith, „ 
I flatter'd my fond hope, with vain reſolves, 5 3 cath 
To guide the lovely Zara, to that court, e e 153 
Where Lewis hath eſtabliſh'd virtue's Aude . ka re 
But Oſman will detain her et. not e, e 5 
Zara, herſelf, forgets ſhe is a chriſtian, * 
And loves the tyrant Sultan! let that paſs : | 
| F [1 mourn. adifappointment,, ſtill, more.cruel ! 
1 | The propof all our chriſtian hops is loſt! 
Cha. Diſpoſe me, at of will I am your own. 
Ner. Oh, fir ! great Lx/ignan, ſo long ENG 
That laſt, of an — race of kings! 
"That warrior! whoſe fame has fill'd the world 1 
1 Oſman refaſes to my. ſighs, for ever! 
Cha. Nay, then, we have been Al redeem' d, in vain: 
*Periſh that ſoldier, who would quit his chains, 
And leave his noble chief, behind, in fetters. 
Alas ! you know bim not, as Lhave known bim! 
Thank heaven, that plac d. your birth, ſo far remoy'd 
From thoſe deteſted days - blood, and woe ; 
But I, leſs happy, was condemn'd, to ſee _ 
Thy walls, eruſalem,. beat down——and all | 
Our pious fathers” labours loft, in ruins! © 
Heaven! had you ſeen the very-temple rifled ! | 
The ſacred ſepulchre, itſelf profain ! 
Fathers with children, mingled, flame together! N 
And our laſt King. oppreſs d, by age, and arma, | 
Murder'd——an 8 o'er his murder d ſons"! Wo 
Then, Lufignan, ſole Remnant of his race, | _ E's 
Rallying our « fated few,  amidſtthe flames, | 
Fearleſs, beneath-the cruſh of falling towers, 
The conqu'rors and the conquer'd, groans and death? | 
„ | Dreadful —and waving in is hand, a word. 
; Red, wich the, blood. of infidels ——— * out, | 
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This way, ye faithful ehiriftians! follow — 
Ners How full of gloty was chat brave retreut! 
a. e Din 0 b that av'd, arid 464 
| mon; 
Pointed his path; and und, our garten 1 
We 1 The ts 
_ Choſe Lufignan, thenceforth to give' . <0 ; 
Alas ! "twas van C ſarea cou not ſtand, 
When Sion's ſelf was falb'n we were detrayd! 
And Liga condemn'd, to length of life, 22 
In chains, and damps, and darknefs, rn 
Yet, great, amidſt his miſeries, be ok'd; 
As if he cou'd net feel his fate, himſelf: | 
But, as it reach'd his followers and hell we, 
For whom our gen'rous leader ſuffer d this, 
Be, vilely; ſafe ! and dare be bleſs d, without him! 
Mer. OU I fhouw'd hate the liberty he fhar'd not: 
I knew tos well, theſe miſeries, ydu deſeribe, a 
For I was born, amid em cal, and death; 
Cz ſarea loſt, and Saracens, ttiumpliant; 
Were the firſt objects, whick my eyes e rock d on. 
Hurried, an infant, ameng other infants, | 
Snatch'd, from the boſoms of their dierdug ers, 
A temple ſav'd us, Hll-thefavgttter ceas'd ; 
Then, were we ſent to this ill-fated city, 
_ Here in the palace of our former kings,” 
To learn, from Sarnrent, -theit hated faith, 
And be compleatly wretched Zara, too, 
Shar'd this captivity ; we, both, grew up 
So near each other, that a tender friendſhiß | 
Endear'd her to my wiſhes my fond heart 
Pardon its weakneſs : bleeds, to ſee her loft; 5 
And, for a barb'rous - tyrant, quit her god! 
Cha. Such is the Seracens, too fatal poliey 
e ſeducers, ſtill, of infant weakneſs : 
* y. that you, ſo young eſcap'd their baude “ 
But at us think . 8 ri tl int , 
Loving the Sultan, and, by him belov'd,. 
For Lufignan, procure ſome ſofter ſantetics 5 
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Their 
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Their own ady from the guilt of others. . es 

Ner. How ſhall I gain ad miſfion to her preſence ? 

'Oſman has baniſh'd me but that” s a trifte ; , 
Will the Seraglio's-portal open to me? | 

Or, cou'd I find that, eaſy, to my hopes, 
What proſpect of ſucceſs from an apoſtate ? - 
On whom I cannot look, withaut diſdain ; 
And who will read her. ſhame, upon my brow? | 
The hardeſt tryal of a gen'rous mind N 
Is to court favours, from a hand it ſcorns. | nr 

Cha. Think, it is Lufgnan, we ſeek to ſerve, © _ 

Ner. Well — it e — ! who's 


this ? 
Are my eyes falſe? or, ready, She! ** 


Enter n i | 
by Start ae my warthy friend ! 1 come, to ſeek 


you 
"The Sultan — permitted i it; four: nothing — 
But to confirm my heart, which trembles, near y. 1 
Soften that angry air, nor look reproach; 
Why ſhould we fear each other, oY miſtaki 
Aſſociates from out birth, one pr iſon held us, 
One friendſhip taught affliction, to be calm; 
Till heaven thought fit to favour: your eſcape, 
And call you to the fields of happier France; 
Thence, once again, it was my lot 2 you, 
A pris'ner, here; Where, hid, amengſt a croud 


Of undiftinguiſh's flaves, with leſs reſtraint, 55 
1 mee frequent converſe ? 3 
It pleas' 


your pity, ſhall I ſay your frigndtip. * 
Or rather, ſhall. I call it generous.charity ? 
To form that noble. purpole, .to-redeem-. 
Diſtreſsful Zara you procur'd my ranſom, - 

And, with a greatneſs, that out:ſoar'd a crown, - 
Return'd, your ſelf a flave, to give me freedom 
But heaven has caſt our fate, for different climes I 
Here in Feruſalem, I 6x, for ever: 

Yet, among all the ſhine, that marks my fortune, 4 
I ſhall, with frequent tears, remember yours; + 1 
r Your a will, for 1 ſooth * er ä 
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And keep your image, ſtill, a dweller, there. 
Warm d, by your great example, to promote 
en faith, that lifts humanity, ſo high, '< 
ul be a mother to diſtreſsful chriſtians. 
Ne. ö the chriſtians ! vou as 


Abjare their ange truth e coldly, ſee 

_, Great Lag nan, their chief, die flow in chains ? 

- Zara. To bring him freedom, you behold me here, 

You will this moment, meet his eyes in joy. | 
Cha. Shall I, then live, to bleſs that happy hour? 
Ver. Can <briflians owe, fo dear a gift, to Zara 
Zara. Hopeleſs, I gather 'd comage, to entreat 

The Sultan for his tiberty= amaz'd, 

- So ſoon, to gain the happineſs I bind! 5 

See ! where they bring the good, old chief, grown dim. 

With age, by pain, and ſomows, haſten d on! 
Cha. How is my heart difloly'd with ſudden joy! 
Zara. I long to view his venerable face. 
But tears, I'know not why, eclipſe my ſight! _ _ 

I feel, methinks,. redoubled pity for him; 

But I, alas! myſelf have been a-ſlave : 

And, when we pity woes, which we:have felt, 

Tis but a partial virtue! | 
Aer. Amazement ! when this greatneſs in an in- 


fidel! ! 
Enter Lufignan; led in 5 fawo c. 


Lu. Where am 1? what forgiving e. s voice 
Has call'd me, to reviſit long-loſt day? 
Am I with chriſtians ?——1 am weak forgive me, 
And guide my trembling Steps :I m full of years, 
Vet, miſery has worn me, more than age: 
[Seating bimſelſ.] Am I, in truth, at li erty ? 

. Cha. You are; 
And every chriſtian's grief takes end, with yours: 

Lu. Oh light! — Oh! dearer far than lebe 

That voice! 

.Chatillon is it you ?——my fellow martyr! | 
And, ſhall our wretchedneſs, indeed, have end-? 
An what place are we now? my feeble eyes, 


— 
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Bifus'dto daylight, long in vain, to find you. $5 iy 
| a 


Cha. This was the palace of your royal Fathers | 
"Tis now, the ſon of "Noradis s ſeraglio. 
Zara. The maſter of this place the mighty 
Omas! 88 8 


Diſtinguiſhes, and loves to cheriſh virtue: 12 
This gen rous French aan, yet; a ſtranger to yon 
Drawn from his native ſoil, from peace and reſt, - 


Brought the vow'd ranſoms of ten-chriſtian _ ; 


Himſelf contented, to remain a captive : . _ $37 
But Oſman, charm'd by greatneſs, like his own, 
To equal what he lov'd, has giv 'n him you. 1 
Uu. So gen'rous France i inſpires her ſocial fons ! '- 
They have been, evet dear, and uſeful to me! 
Wou'd I were nearer to him noble ſir l 
| How have I merited, that you ſor me, 
Shou'd paſs ſuch diſtant ſeas; to bring me bien 
And hazard your own ſafety ſor my fake ? 
Ner. My name, fir, is Nereffan——born i in act 
I-wore the chains of ſlav* ry from my birth; | 
Till quitting the proud creſcent, for the court, | 
Where warlike Lewis reigns, beneath his eye. 
1 learnt the trade of arms,. ——the rank 1 bold, 
Was but the kind diſtinction, which he gave me, 
To tempt my courage, to deſerve regard. 
Your ſight, unhappy prince, wou'd charm his ye; - 
That beſt, and greateſt monarch; will behold, - 
With grief and joy, thoſe venerable wounds, | 
And print embraces, where your fetters bound you: 
All Paris will revere the croſs's martyr ; -- | 
Paris, the refuge, ſtill, of ruin d- kings Fas 
Lu. Alas | in times; long paſt, ' ve ſeen its glory : 
When Philip, the victorious liv'd I fought,: - 
Abreaſt, with Montmorency, and Malun. 
D*ERaing, De Neile, and the far famous Courcy ; 7 
Names, which were then, the praiſe, and dread of was} ” 
But, what have I to do at Paris, now ? | 
I ſtand upon the brink of the cold grave; 
That way my journey lies to find, T hope, 
The-king of kings, and _ remembrance, * Fog 
þ | ” 


[Nerefian peril 1 | 


3 e | 
Or all my woes, Jon ufer d, for his ſake, —— 
You, gen'rous wi of my laſt hour, | 
While yet live, aſſiſt my humble prayers, 
And join the reſignation of my foul. 
 Nereſflan! Chatillon! and ou. fai mourner! 
Whoſe tears do honour t6 an old man's ſorrows Oz 
Pity a father, the unhappieſt, fure ! 
That ever felt the hand of angry heaven! 
My eyes, tho' dying, ſtill can furniſh tears - 
Half my long life, they flow'd, and ſtill will flow! 
A daughter, and three ſons, my heart's I yo oud 3 
Were ali torn from me, in their tend'reſt years; 
My friend Cbatillun knows, and ean remember. 

Cha. Would: were able, to forget your woe. 

Lu. Thou wert a pris ner, with me, in Cz/area,. 
And there, beheld'ſt my wife, and two dear ſons 
Periſh in flames they did not need the grave ;. 

Their foes wou'd have deny'd em l beheld it; 
- Hufhand ! and fathen! helpleſs I beheld it; 
. Deny'd th: mournful privilege, _—- 

If ye are ſaints in heaven, as ſure ye are? : 

Look with an eye of pity on that brother. | 
That ſiſter, whom you left !——if I have, yet, 
Or ſon, or daughter for. in early chains, 

Far from their loſt, and unaſſiſting father, 

T heard that they were ſent, with numbers * 
To'this ſeraglio; hence, to be diſpers' d, 

In nameleſs remnants, O er the eaſt, and ſpread 
Our chriflian miſeries, round a fatthleſs world. | 

Cha. Twas trae—for, in the horrors of that day, 

1 tnatch'd your infant daughter from her cradle; 
But, finding ev'ry hope of flight was van, 
Scarce had I ſprinkled from a publick fountain, 
Thoſe ſacred drops, which waſh the ſoul from fin ;. 
When, from my bleeding arms, fierce Saracens 
Forc'd the loſt innocent, who, fmiling, lay, 
And pointed playſul, at the ſwarthy Footer ! 
With her, your youngeſt, then your only ſon, 
Whoſe little life had'reach'd the fourth, fad-year, 
And, juſt giv 'rr ſenſe, to feel lis own misfortunes, 
Was order d to this o_ | 
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Ner. I, too, hither, - 15 
Juſt, at that fatal age, from loſt Calarea, LSE 
Game, in that crowd of undiſtinguiſh d chriftians.—. 


Lu. You came you thence ?—alas'! who knows but f 


you 
Might, heretofore, ! have ſeen my two poor children? 


[Looking ad H Ha! madam, that ſmall  ornament-- vou 5 


— 


Its form a franges to this country's faſhion, - 
How long has it been yours? 
Zara. From my firſt breath, fir—— + 


Ah! what !——you-feem. ſurpriz'd !—why ſhould this 4 


move you? 

Lu. Wou'd you conſde it to my trembling bands? 

Zara. To what new wonder, am 1. 8 reery' 4 
Oh! fir, what mean you ?- |, 

Lu. Providence h and heaven,! | 
Oh! failing eyes deceive ye not my hope: 
Can this be poſſible ? yes, yes, —'tis ſhe!” 
This little croſs ——1 know it by ſure marks; 
Oh! take me, heaven! while J can die with j Joy — 


Zara. Oh! do not, fir, diftra8 me —rilng 


thoughts, 
And hopes and Pars o'erwhelm me! 
Lu. Tell me, yet, 
Has it remain'd for ever, in your hook >: 


What! — both, brought * from an bi 1 


ther? 

Zara. Both, boch 

Ner. Oh, beaven have I then foond y father? 

Lu. Their voice ! their looks ! | J 
The living images of their dear mother! 
©, thou, who, thus, canſt bleſs my life's laſt ſand ! 
Strengthen my heart, too feeble for this joy. 
Madam! Nereſtan help me, Chatillon 1- 


- Nereftan ! If thou ought'ſt to own that name; 
Shines there, upon thy breaſt, a noble ſcar, 128 
Which, ere Cæſarea fell, from a fierce hand, : 
- Sarpriſing us by night, my child receiv'd ?- 
Ner. * N J bear it, fir——the mitehs' is 
{iS 
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8 Jo | e dre „a. ä 
Lu. 8 75 1 | 
Iu, — Nereſtan, [Knte7tn | 
g Zw. Kreer e 6 
My father ————Oh !—— EE 
Lu. O, wih loſt children! 
Both. Oh T- | 
_ Lu. My ſon ! my daughter ! loſt, in eie you, 


I I wou'd now die, Teft this ſhov'd prove a dream. 


Cha. How touch d is my glad heart, to ſee their joy.! 1 

Lu. Again, I find you deur in wretchednefs: 

O, my brave ſon and thöu, my tiamelefs auger! 135 

Now diſſipate all doubt, remove all dread : 

Has heaven, that gives me back my children giv'n. 

-C 
Such as I loſt G chriſtiuns, to me? 
One weeps — and one Jeeves" a conſcious | eye. * 

Four filence ſpeuks . Too well I under ſtand it. 
Zara. I cantivt, fir, deceive you —O/mun' s laws. 

Were mine Land Oſuan is not chriftian=—— 
Ln. Oh l my miqguided child —at that ſad word, 

- Phe little life, yet mine, had left ine quite, 

Zut that my death might fix thee, loſt, for ever. 

Sixty long years, I fought the ehriftians' cauſe, 

Saw their doom'd temple fall, their power deſtroy' d: 

Twenty, a captive in a dangeon's depth, 

Vet, never, fer-myſelf, my tears ſought heaven ;- 

All, for my children, roſe my fruitleſs prayers : 

Vet, what avails a father's wretched joy? 

<Ehave a davghtergain'd, and heaven an enemy. 

Bat, tis my guilt, not bers Thy father's priſon 

diepriv'd thee of thy ghet, do not tofe it: 

Reclaim thy birthright- Think upon the blood 

Of twenty Aon 25, © that fills thy veins; _ 

'Tis 3 blood - the of faints and martyrs! 


— 


What would thy mother feel, to ſee thee thus ? 


She, and thy murder'd brothers — Think, they, 
call thee; 

Think, that thou ſee'ſt em Riretch their blovdy arms, 

. And weep to win thee, rom their murderer” s boſom. 
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Ev'n, in the place, where thou betray'ſt thy god; 

He dy'd my child, to ſave thee ——-Turn thy eyes, 

Aud Tee, . 7 thou art Hear, bis ſacted ſepulchre ; y 
Thou can'ſt not move a ſtep, but, where be trbd ! 

Thou trembleſt— Oh! admit me to thy ſoul ; 

Kill not thy aged, th afflicted father; 


Take not, thus ſoon, again, the life thou gar 


him; 
Shame: not thy mother nor betray RES 8 
ITis paſt- repentance. dawns in thy ſweet eyes; 
I 5 bright truth, deſcending to thy heart, 
ä And, now, my long loſt child, is found, for ever. 
| Ner, O! doubly bleſt! a fiſter, and a ls. 
To be redeeth'd, together! 


Zara. Of wy ,, 5 Ts 
Dear author:of my life ! 'inform me, teach gram of 
What ſhould my duty do? 


Lu. By ore Hort word, 
To dry up all tny tears, and make life fo went 
Say, thou art a chriſtian— 
Zara. vir I am a chriſtian. 
Lu. e Ber * heaven! 25. big 1 ber 
or it. : 


Enter bald 


Oraf. Madam, the Sultan order d me to eliyhes ©: 

That he expects, you inſtant quit this place FIT 

And bid your laſt farewell, to theſe vile chrittians 2 
You, cap ive French men, follow me e g yOu; 

It is my taſk to anſwer. | 

_ Cha. Still, new miſeries !. : 

How cautious man'ſhou'd be, t6 ſay, Tm ore” 


La. Theſe are the times, when men of virtce 


rove, 

That 'tis he” mind, not blood, infures chi firtneſs, 
Zara. Alas ! fir——oh! 2 
Lu. Oh, you! = dare not name you : : 

Farewell — but, come what may, beſure, remember, 

You keep the fatal ſecret :! for the reſt, 

Leave all to heaven,——be faithful, and be bleſi. 

End of ile Second 48. Fo 
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07% Ot, this alarm was falle, and ground-: 


leſs; _ 
Lewis, no longer turns his arms on me: 
Nne French, grown weary, by a length. of woes, 
Wiſh not, at once, to quit their fruittul plains, 
And famiſh.on Arabia's deſart ſands. 
Their ſhips, tis true, have ſpread the Syrian ſeas ; 
And Lewis, hovering o'er the coalt of Cyprus, - 
Alarms the fears of. Ain; — but, I've learnt, 
That, ſteering wide, from our uninenac'd ports, 
He points his thunder, at th Egyptian ſfiore. 
There, let him war, and waſte my enemies; 
Their mutual conflict will but fix my throne. : 
Releaſe thoſe chriftians: -I reſtore their freedom; 
"Twill pleaſe their maſter, nor can weaken me: 
Tranſport em, at my coſt, to find their king; 
Iwiſh to have him know me: carry thither,: 
This Lu/ignan, whom, tell him, r 
Becauſe I cannot fear his fame in arms; 
But love him, for his virtue and his blood. 
Tell him, my father having conquer'd, twice: 
Condemn'd him to perpetual chains; but I 
Have ſet him free, that I might triumph more. 
Oraſ. the chriſtians gain an army, in his name. 
Of. I cannot ſear a ſound 
Oraſ. But, ſit . ſnou'd Lewis —— 
Of. Tell Levis, and the world it ſhall be lo > 
Zara propos d it, and my heart aproves : 
Thy ftateſman's reaſon is too dull for love | 
' Why wilt thou force me to confeſs it all? 


* 
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Tho' I to Lis ſend back Lu/ignan, 
I give him but to Zara. have griev'd her; 
And ow'd her the atonement of this joy. 

Thy falſe advices, which but now miſled 

My anger, to conſine thoſe helpleſs chriſtians, | 
Gave her a pain, I feel for her and me: 
But I talk on, and waſte the ſmiling moments. © 
For one long hour, I yet defer my nuptials ; _ © 


But, ttis not loft, that hour ! twill all be hers 


She wou'd'gmploy. it, in a conference, 


With that Wereſlan, whom thou knoweſl———that 
chriſtian !- 


Oraſ. And have: you, fir, indulg d that frange 


/. What mean'ft thou ? they were infant ſlaves 
together: 


Friends ſhould part kind, who are to meet no 


more: 

When Zara aſks, I will refuſe ber nothing. 
Reſtraint was never made for thoſe we love; 
Down. with theſe rigours of the proud . 5 
F bate its laws where blind auſterity. 
Sinks virtue, to necefſity— my blood 
Diſclaims your Aan jealouſy ;+ I hold 
The fierce, free 'plainnefs „ of my e 

ceſtors; | 
Their open confidence, their honeſt hate, 
Their love unfearing, and their anger told: 
Gothe good chriſtian waits - conduct him to her; 
Zara expects thee — what ſhe wills, obey. 

Exit Sinne 


Os Ho ! chriſtian ! enter—— wait a: moment 


here, 
* mer Nereſten. 


Lars, will ſoon a ath—1 to god her; 
. 15 [Exit Oraſchin. 
Ner. In what i a fate, in What a place, 1 leave her! 


O, faith; O father! 125 my poor, loſt ſiſter! 
She's here 
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Enter Tara. 
Thank heaven, it is not then unlawful, - 
To ſee you yet once more; my lovely fiſter ! © 
Not all ſo happy ! — Wer who met but now 
Shall never meet again—for :Lufignan—— 
We ſhall be Qrphans-ſtill, and want a father. 
Tara. Forbid it, heaven! © 8 7 
. Ner. His laſt: ſad hour's at hand. — 
That flow of joy, which follow'd our diſcovery, .. 
Too ſtrong, and ſudden, for his ages weakneſs, _. - 
Waſting his ſpirits, dry d the ſource of life, 
And nature yields him up to time's demand : _ 
Shall he not die in peace ?—Oh ! let no doubt 
Diſturb his parting moments, with diſtruſt ;-. 
Let me, when I return, to cloſe his eyes, | 
Compoſe his mind's impatience too, and tell him 
You are confirm'd a chriſtian. 


Zara. Ol may his ſoul enjoy in earth and heaven, 4 
_ ,_ }fernal-reft! nor let one thought, one figh, - 
One bold complaint of mine, recall his cares! 


But you have injur d me, who ſtill can doubt —— _ 
What! am I not your ſiſter? and ſhall you 
Refuſe me credit? you ſuppoſe me light? 
You, who ſhou'd jadge my honour by your own | 
Shall you diſtruſt a truth, 1 dar'd avow, : 
And ſtamp apoſtate, on a ſiſter's heart! 
Ner. Ah 5 nan miſconceive me! ——-if I 
1 27 

Affection, not diſtruſt, miſled my ſer; 
Your will may be a chriſtian, yet, not you: - 

There is a ſacred mark a ſign of fait, 
A pledge of promile, that:muſtfirm your claim; 
Waſh you from guilt, and open heaven before you : 
Swear, ſwear by all the woes, we all have borne, - | 
By all the martyr'd ſaints, who call you daughter; 
That you conſent, this day, to ſeal your faith, 
By that myſterious rite, which waits your call. 
Zara. Iſwear, by heaven, and all its holy hoſt, 
Its ſaints, its Martyrs, its atteſting angels, 


g 


— —— 


1 The Tragech ef Z A R A. 1 

And the dread preſence of its living author, 
Jo have no faith, but yours; — to die a chriſſian! 

Now, tell me, what this myſtick faith requires? 
Mer. To hate the happineſs of O/man's throne, 
And love that god, Who, thro' this maze of woes, 
Has brought us all, unkoping, thus, together; 
For mel am a ſoldier, uniaſtructed, 
Nor daring to inſtruct, tho“ ſtrong in faith: 
But I will bring th' ambaſſador of heaven, 
To clear your views, and lift you to your God: 
Be it your taſk, to gain admiſſion for him. ——— 
But where? from whom!? Oh I thou immortal 
Whence can we 5 in this curs'd ſeraglio? _ 
Who is this flave of Oſman ?—Yes, this ſlave! * - 
Does ſhe not boaſt the blood of twenty kings? 
Is not her race the fame with that of Lais 
Is ſhe not Lufignan's unhappy daughter? 
A chriſtian ! and my ſiſter? - yet, a ſla ve! 
A willing ſlave !—1 dare not ſpeak moreplainly. 
Zara. Cruel! go on—alas ! youknownot me! 

9 At once, a ſtranger-to my ſecret fate, 3 
My pains, my fears, my wiſhes, and my power: 
'Iam I will be ehrĩſtian will receive 

This holy prieſt, with his myſterious blefling ; 
will nor do, nor ſuffer aught unwhorthy 
Myſelf, my father, or my father's race — 
But, tell me nor. be tender on this point; 
What puniſhment your chriſtian laws decree 
a For an unhappy wretch, *who to herſelf, | 
I | :Unknown, -avd all abandon'd by the world, 2 = 
Loft, and enſlav d, has in her fovereign maſter, a = 
Found a protector, generous, as great, 48 5 
Has touch'd his heart, and giv'n him all her own? 
Mer. The puniſhment of ſuch a flave, ſhou'd be "mn 
:Death in this world and pain in that to come. = 
Zara. lam that ſlave——ſtrike here and ſave m 
Mer. Deſtruction to my hopes Can it be you ? 
Zara. It is —adorid by Oſman, I adore him: 
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So 
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ay 
; 
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"This hour, the -nuptial rites, will make us one! .. WAY 
Ner. Wing: marry Qſaan let the world * 


| That the tad ſan may hide.t 9 
Cou'd it be thus, it were no crime to kill thee. . 
Zara. Strike, ſuike 1 love him—yes,. by. heaven? 
L love him 
Ner. Death is thy due but notthy. due, from, me: 
Vet, were thehonour of our houſemo bar | 
= father's fame, and the two gentle laws 
Of that religion, whichtbou haſt difpracd— | 
Did not the God thou quit'ſt, hold back my am. 
Not there -I cou'd not, there; but, by my ſoul, 
I weu'd ruſh, deſp'rate, to the Sultan's breaſt, 
And plunge 3 ſword in his e heart, ha. dampt 


Oh! 3 ! 1 ame! at fuch a time OY 
55 |; . 

When Lewis, that awak ner of che world. 

Beneath the lifted croſs, makes Egypt pale, 

And draws the ſword of heaven, to ſpread our faith! 

Now, to ſubmit to ſee my ſiſter, doom dee 

A boſom ſlave, to him, whoſe tyrant heart 

But meaſures glary by the chriſtian's woe: 

Ves l will dare ace 1010 . with it; 

Departing Lufgnan may live ſo long. 

As juſt hs fm ſhame,, and die * ſcape it. 

Zara. 8 $00 aug wre. 


Zara has — great 23 thine ; BY 
"Tis cruel and unkind !——thy, words are.ctimes 3 
My weakneſs hut misfortune ! doſt thou ſuffer? 
I ſuffer more ;—oh !, wau'd to heaven, this blood 
Of twenty boaſted kings, wou' d ſtop at once, 
And ſtagnate in my heart! it then, no more 
Would ruſh in boiling fevers, thro' my veins, 
And ev'ry trembling drop, be fill'd with Oſman. 
How has he'lov'd me! how has he oblig'd me | 
l owe thee to him! what has he not done, 

To juſtify his boundleſs pow'r of charming! EN 
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Here then, begin x 


; For me, he blem the ſevere ae | 7” hs 657 
Of his own faith ;—and is it juſt, that mine 

* -Shou'd bid me hate him; but beeuuſe he loves me? 

a 1 =I will be a chriſtian 8 bas reis. 


gratitude; as ſacred; as my faith © * 1 


kk I have death to fear, for man Ake, . 
It muſt be, from his coldrieſs,. not his love,.. of m LR 
Ner. I muſt at once, condemn and Bay's thee 4 1 2 
I cannot point thee out, which way to | 


But providence will lend its lig &ht 12 Sade thi I 12755 
Fhat ſacre&rite, which thou oro recei 147 
Will firengthen, and ſupport thy feeble heart, | 
To live an innocent, or die a martyr : | 


Here in the trembling rl” ee" PA 

Promiſe thy king, thy father, and thy god, . Ws 

Not to accompliſh-theſe deteſted na . 1 | 

Till firſt the revirand! prieſt has clear d your "A | 

Taught you to e * fs 1 2 * Ay. to. bes- 
ven. 

Promiſe me this— 

Zara. 0 bie 3 me, Th ada: 1 4 15 © Tt 1 
60 — ſten 00d pri W expect Ws... 
But firſt, EFD my expiring A, tx 
Tell him, I am; and will be, all he wiſhes 
Tell — to give him life, twere joy to dic. 

Mer. I it ——— anbappy - 

* .Y 
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” [Exit Nereftan: ".- 


Zara, I am nope? ! a4 nowW, Nn 


heart! } 
And tell me, wilt thou dare betray thy 6% . 
What am I ? What am T about to be ? „ 
2 hter of Luſignan q or wife 60 , 5 

a lover mot? or m achriftian? — 
Wou'd Selima were come ! and, yet, tis juſt. 


All friends ſhou'd fly her, who forlakes' herſelf" 


What ſhall I do has heart has ſtrength to ben g- 
Theſe double weights of duty ?—Help me, bevel... 


To thy hard laws I render up my ſoul :. * 
wand ok! demand it e . "hy Of = CRY J 
er 


. - Fg: < 
=» » 


FRG. - . \ . 


" 
— — — — — — 
* 5 — 2 - _— 
— — — * — — — = = — 
— — — — — 


—— 


— — —— — 


| Impatient eyes attend —— The-rices expect thee: | 
And my devoted heart no r brooks | 

This diftance, from its ſoftner!——all the lampe 

Ot nuptial-love are lighted, and burn pure, 

As if they drew their brightneſs from thy bluſhes ; - 

The holy mo{que is. fill'd with 1 fumes, 15 


Which emulate the ſweetneſs of thy breathigg: 
My proftrate people, all, confirm my choice, . 
And W ſouls to heaven in prayer, for bel. 
þ n 
Thy envious Tir, donſrions of, thy Tight, 
Approve ſuperior charms, and join to — it NP 125 
The throne that waits thee, ſeems to ſhine more a 
As all its gems, with animated luſtre, * 
Fear'd to look dim, beneath the eyes of Zara! 
Come, my ſlow love! the ceremonies wait thee ; 1 
Come, and begin, from this dear hour, my triumph. 
Zgra, Oh! what a. wretch am 11? O rief! Jour! 
Of. Come - _ CO eee | = 
Zara. Where ſhall I hide my bluſhes? | 1 
_ Of. Bluſhes ? here, in wy boſom, hide em 
Tara. My lord? © 
f. Nay Zara—give me thy hand, and Come—— 
a Infra me, beaven 
What 1 e —glas! I cannot ſpeak. 
is modeſt, ſweet, reluQant Ming 
But . my _ and thy own beauties? !? 
Tara. Ah, me . 
Of. Nay—bot hou fhouldRnot be too true — 
Tara. I can no longer bear it oh! my lord — 
Oſ. Ha i- What !-—whence ? how? 
Zara. My lord! my ſovereign ! 
Heaven knows, this marriage wou'd have "MM 4 TY 
Above my humble hopes !—yet, witneſs, love! © 
Nat, from the. eur of your throne, that bl, 
Eat from the "ou of _ Oſman, mine. $4 5 
Won! 


a 
. 2 
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Wou'd you had been no emperor !] and II,, 
Pyſſeſs d of power and charms deſerving you ! 
That, lighting 4/a's thrones, I might, alone, 
Have left a proffer'd world to follow you, 
Through deſarts uninhabited by men 
And bleſs'd with ample room, for peace and love? 
But, as it is ——theſechriſtian —— 4 
Of. Chriſtians wbt! 
How ſtart two images into thy thoughts 
So diſtant as the chriſtians, and my love! 
Zara. That good old chriſtian, reverend Lafgnan, 
Now dying, ends his life, and woes together! | 
Of. way jor him die What has thy heart to 
K Cel, 13 
Thus preſſing, and thus tender, from the death . 
Of. an old wretched chriſtian . Thank our prophet, 
Thou art no chriſtian ——educated here, 
Thy happy yeuth was taught our better faith? 
Sweet as thy pity ſhines, tis now miſtimd; 
What! tho an aged ſuff rer dies, unhappy, 
Why ſhou'd his foreign fate diſturb our joys?  — 
Zara. Sir, if you love me, and would have me think 
that I am truly dear TF- 
O/. Heaven! if I love 
Zara. Permit me 
_ Of. What? | 
Zara. To defire-——m———_— 
Of. Speak out — | 
Zara. The nuptial rites 3 2 
May be deferr'd, till — Set E. 
Of. What? is that the voice | 
Of Zara? | {HEH __.. i 
Zara. Oh! I cannot bear his frown |: „ ; 
__ Of. Of Zara t-— . „ 
Zara. It is dreadful to my heart, = 
To give you but à ſeeming cauſe for anger; 
Pardon my grief ——Alas 1 I cannot bear it; 
There is a painful terror in your eye, 270 
That pierces to my ſoul hid, from your fight, 
J go,” to make à moment's truce with tears _ 
5 $ D2 4 - Ang - 
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Aud gather force to ſpeale of u deſpair. 


Horror had frozen: my ſuſpended tongue: 


* — by __ * 90 
* : 7 
* 


n A. 


(2. Tae 


00. 1 dun diamdrsble, Hike enſelch marble | 


And an aſtoniſh'd fileneerobb'd my will” © 

Of 8 to tell her that ſhe ſhock d my ſoul ! 
ſhe to me ?—ſure! I miſunderſtood her ! 

ad! N de . —— WIe have Tieen' I 


F * Enter Oraſmia. 


Ovaſmin 1 What a change i is bore „ 
And I permitted it, I know not how! 


— 


Oraf. Perhaps you but accuſe the charming fault 
Of innocence, too modeſt, oft, in love. 
Of” But why, and whence, thoſe tears? mY 
looks ! that flight! | 
That grief! ſo ftrongly ſſamp'd on every feature! | 
If it has been that 2 (What a thought! 


How low, how horrid a ſuſpicion, that! 


The And. flaſh, at once gives light, and kills 


My too bold Cs repell'd my caution ;. 3 

An infidel —a ſlave !--z heart, like mine, 

Redue'd, to ſuffer from ſo vile a rival ! n 
But, tell me, did'ſt thou mark em at their parting ? 


Did'ſt thou obſerve the ee, their eyes? 


Hide nothing from me s my love betray d? 
Tell me my whole * y, if | thou wemb- 
leſt, 
Oraſ. I tremble at the x Boy: I ſee you for; 
nfton urge Tos | 


I did, tis true, ok Re is tears; Ks 


But, there are tears of charity and grief: 

I cannot think there was a cauſe deſerving. 

This agony of paſſion | | 
Of. Why nog thee . 

Oraſmin, thou art wiſe} it cdu d not me. 

That 1 ſhou'd ſtand, expos'd, to ſuch an jason ; 


- Thou know'ſt, had Zara meant me the * 


* 


— 'S | She 


And thank thy honeſt ſervice After all, 


* =» 
255 8 
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PAT e wiſdom to have hid it better; 
How rightly didſt thou jadge ! Zara ſhall know it ; 5 


L b 
— * 
. 1 * 
4 * 
5 > 7 
Ws. 3 Fa, ; * 
* * 4 : = l 
p a 4 o - 4 5 
* * 
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Might ſhe not have ſome cauſe for teat, which 1 $5 3-4 1 
Claim no concern in but che grief it gives her 9 
What an unlikely fear from a poor ſlave! | = 
Who goes to-morrow, and; no doubt, who. wiſhes, - _ 
©. Nay, who reſolves to-ſee theſe climes no more 
Oraſ. Yor: did” you, - fir, againſt our tountry's * 
cuſtom, _ 
| Indulge him with a ſecond leave to come? „ 
He ſaid, he ſhou'd return, once more, to ſee her. „ 
O/. Return !—the traitor! he return !—dares he 1 
Preſume to preſs a ſecond interview ? 
| Wovu'd he be ſeen, again be ſhall be ſeen; | 
But dead; I'll puniſh the audacious ſlave, _ 
To teach the faithleſs fair, to feel my anger l, 
Be ſtill, my tranſports; violence is blind: EW | 
I know, my heart, at once, is fierce and weak ; 2 _ 
I feel, that 1 deſcend below myſelf : 7 "Y 
Zara can never, juſtly, be ſuſpeQed ; - | | 
Her ſweetneſs was not form'd, to cover treaſon: 
Yet O/man muſt not top to Woman's follies. 
Their tears, Ae regrets, and reconcle= 2 
ments, 4 
With all their light. ca roll of e 
Are arts, too vulgar to G | | = 
It wou'd become me better, to reſume 4 „ 
The empire of my will : —rather chan fall „ 
Beneath myſelf, 1 . how dear ſoe er 
It coſts me, riſe till 1 look down : 5 
Away but mark me— Theſe ſeraglio doots, I * 
Againſt all chriſtians, be t henceforth hut. A 
Cloſe, as the dark retreats of ſilent death. e 
What have I done, juſt heay'n ! thy rage to b moves r;łʃ( 
That thou Ne F 1 fla 14 „ 
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5 H H madam, how. at once, I grieve e 
And, how admire your virtue 2 
its, 


And deen will Five you firength, to bear mifor- 


tune; 
To. break theſe chains, fo ſtrong, and yet ſo dear. 
Za. Oh! that I could ſupport the fl ſtrogyle! 
Se. Th' Eternal aids your weakneſs, fees your will ; 
Directs your purpoſe, and rewards your ſorrows. 
Za. Never had wretch more. cauſe, to hope, he does. 
Se. 9 tho you here 10 more PRs. your. 
ather ! | 
There is a father to be found above, q: 
Who can reftore that father to his dapghter.. 
Za. But I have planted pain in'O/man's eld: 
He loves me; e en tb death - and I reward him, 
Wh anguiſh and defpair :—how baſe ] how cruel“ 
But I deferve him not, 1 ſhpald have been 
n „and the Hand of heaven repell'd me. 
Se. Whit! will: you then reꝑret the glorious lh, 7 
88 And hazard thus, à ti ry bravely won? 3 
Za. Inhuman victory) thou doſt not know, 
| "This love ſo pow'rful, this ſole joy of life, of 
This firſt, beſt TED earthly happineſs, | | 


© 29 1 lefs pow'riul in and hearts than heaven A 
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| The" Tragedy: of L ARA. 
To him, whomade that heart, I offer it: 1 1 
There, "there; I ſacrifice my bleeding ng go ; 


I pour before him, ev'ry guilty ter i 
I beg him, to efface the fond impreſſion, 8 Dy 333 it} 
And fill with his own image, all my ſout ; © 5 4.02 "1 i 


But, while I weep, and ſigh, repent. and prays | 


Remembrance brings the object of img love, , * '- & ., Mt 
And er h light illaion Roawbefors him. © © + | 
J ſee, I hear him, and again, he charms 1- ! 11 
* / Fills my glad ſoul, and fnines 'ewixt me and heave * 
Oh! all ye royal anceſtors! Oh, father! 3 1 
Mother ! you chriſtians, and the chriſtian” ae 
You, who deprive me of this gen rous lover! HH 
If you permit me not to live for him. 2 
Let me not live at all, and I am bleſs d: 8 85 1 
Let me die innocent; let his dear hang f 


— ” 
— -- 
— — 


* 
* 7 
—— 4 — - 2 ; 
= — r 2 — . Rs . ——— . nm em nnnkZ ee ec 


Cloſe the ſad eyes of her, be op d to lor. 


And l acquit my fate, and aſk no more. o 

But he forgives me net regard leſs now. 

Whether, or how, I live, or when I die.. 

He quits me, ſcorus me and I, yet tive oa. 1 Nm ©: 0 

And Pralk of death as diſtant — — | rn ab -» 
Se. Ah! deſpair not, Toy: * 


— — 
o TB 
——_— 


Truſt your eternal helper, and hinge : | .- 


Za. Why - what has Ofman: done, chat he too. 
ſhou' d not? 1 
Has heaven, ſo nobly form'd his heart, o hate it? 
Gen'rous and juſt, beneficient and brave, 4 | 


Were he but chriſtian - what can man be more? 
T wiſh, methinks, this reverend prieſt were vonie z 1 
To free me from theſe doubts, which ſhake my ſoul: 

Vet, know not, why I ſhould not dare to hope. 
That heaven, whoſe mercy all confeſs, and feel, | 
Will pardon, and approve, th“ alliance wiſhid: rr 
Perhaps, it ſeats me on the throne of Syria, 2 4 a 
To tax my pow'r, for theſe good chriſtans' comfort...” 1 
Thou know the mighty Saladine who, firſt, maine 
Conquer'd this empire,” from my father's race, 
Ws like ny n Kar ch“ an ages. wa 


* FS 


n tho Syrian, from a chriſtian mother. 
Se. What mean you, madam! Ab! you do not 


oF + © 
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-\ 


ſee ! 
Zara. Ves, yes 1 ſee it all; I am not blind: 
I ſee my country, and my race condemn me; f 
I ſee, that, ſpite of all, I ſtill love Oſman. —  - 
What! if I, now, go throw me at his feet, 
And tell him there fincerely-what I am? | | 
Se. Conſider —That might coſt your brother's life, - | 


Expoſe the chriſtians, and betray you-all. 


ra. You do not know the noble heart of feen. 
Se. I know him the protector of a faith, 
Sworn enemy to ours; — The more he loves, 
The leſs he will permit you, to profeſs 


Opinions which he hates: 10-night, the prieft, 


In private introduc'd, attends you here; 


Lou promis'd him admiſion—— - 


Zara. Wou'd I had not! Hes 323 
1 Promisd too, 10 keep this fatal ſecret: 1 
My father's urg d command requir'd 1 it twice: vn 
- 1] muſt obey, all dangerous as it is: 
Compell'd to ſilence, Ofman is 1 
Suſpicion 1 8 and | . love. 


Enter Oſman. | 


| Of. Madam! there was a time, vous my dad | 


heart 


; Made it ee e love's / 


ID 


Poſſeſſion of her charms, whoſe heart's another's; 


"When, without bluſhing, I indulg'd my flame ; 
* ev ry day, ſtill. made you dearer to me. 
Vou taught me, madam, to believe, my love 
Rewarded, and return N- nor was that hope, 
-Methinks, too bold for reaſon: emperors, 

Who chuſe to figh, devoted at the feet 

Of beaoties, whom the world conceive their ſlaves, 
Have fortune's claim, at leaft, to ſure ſucceſs: 
But, twere profane to think of pow'r in love. 
Dear, as my paſſion makes you, I dechne | 


] 
[ 
+1 
P 


Tf 2 AR FA 
You will not Ed he u weak, jealous Toyer, © ©? 


Buy coarſe reproaches in to you, 
And ſhaming my — eee 
Vet ſhunning, and diſdaining low complaſine, - 
I come——to tell eu. EET 
Zara. Give my trembling heart ee eee, 
A moment's reſpitekßññ!ůn- l 3 
O/. That unwi coldnefs, mM 
Is the juſt prize of your ca clove h dined + K 
Your ready arts may ſpare the fruitleſs pains, 
Of colouring deceit with fair pretences; s 
I wou'd not wiſnhi to hear your flight excuſe s 
| T cheriſh ignorance, to ſave my lues. 
Oſman, in ev'ry trial, ſhall remember. 
That he is emperor— Whate er I ſuffer, 
"Tis due to honour, that I give u PS. „ 
And to my injur'd boſom, take deſpairr.. 
Rather than, ſhamefully poſſeſs you, Gohing, LE 
Convinc'd thoſe fighs were never meant for me ĩ 
Go, 5 are free. from Mn. 
ow'r; | 
Expect no wrongs, but ſee kids fate no more. ö 
Zara, At laſt, tis come. —the fear d, dhe worre 
moment | 
Is come——and Tam curs'd by earth and beawn! 
{Throws herſelf on'the — 
If ow that I am lor'd no more: | 
ou 5 
of It is too true. my tune requiew 14 
It is too true, that I, unwilling, leave you : | 
'That I, at once, renounce you, and lone, Ar- | 
Sara — weep! 
Zara. If I am doom'd to loſe you 18 
If I muſt wander o'er an empty world, © 
Unloving, and unlov' 4— Ok! yet, do juſtice 
To the afflicted do not wrong me doubly : "I 
Puniſh me, if tis needful to your peace, 
But ſay not, I deferv'd it. This, at leaſt, © - 
Believe for, not the greatneſs of your wel 
Is truth, more pure and Nr | 


"A 
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Can touch my bleeding heart, for having loſt II 

The rank of her, you raiſe to ſhare — throne: 

I know, I never ought to have been there; 

My fate, and my defects require, I loſe you: 

But, ah! my heart was never known to O/man. 

May heaven, that: puniſhes, for ever hate ma, 

if I regret the loſs of aught but you. 

Of Riſe,—riſe—this means not pee! ww 3211 

[Raiſes . 


Tara. . me, heaven! 


Of. What! is it love, to force your ſelf 19 
The- heart you wiſſr to gladden 7 But I find 


Lovers leaſt k. know themſelves, for I believ'd, 
That I had taken back the power I gave you; 
Yet, ſee ge did but weep, and have reſum 4 


Proud, as I ed muſt confeſs, one wiſh 


Evades my power the bleſſing to forget you. 
Zara Thy tears were-form'd to teach diſdain; 
That ſoftneſs can diſarm it. Tis decreed;-. 


T'muſt, for ever love but, from what cauſe,. 
If chy conſenting heart partakes my fires, 
Art thou reluQant to a blefling meant me? 
Speak: Is it levity or, is it fear? 
Fear of a power, that, but for bleſſing thee, 
Had, without joy, been painful s it artifice? 
Oh! ſpare the needleſs pains Art was not made 
For Zara; art, however i innocent, 
Looks like deceiving : I abhorr'd it ever. 
Zara. Alas I- I have no art, not ev'n enough, 
To hide this love, and this diſtreſs, you give me. 
Of. New riddles! ſpeak with e my ſoul; 
What can'ſt thou mean? 
Zara. I have o power to ſpeak it. | | 
, Is it ſome ſecret, dang'rous- to my late? 
Is it ſome chriſtian plot grown ripe-againſt me? 
Zara. Lives there a — ſo vile, as to betray. _—_ 7 
Oſman is bleſs d, beyond the reach-of fear ; 
Fears and misfortunes, threaten only Bara. 
Of. Why, threaten Zara? 
Zara. Permit me, at your feet, 


Thus, 


Finds a delight in pain, becauſe you give it. 


71. Trogidy of Z AR.. * 


Thus, trembling, to beſeech à favour from you.” 
Of. A favour ! Oh! you guide the will'd > 
Tara. Ah!.wou'd to heaven, our duties were uten, 

Firm, as our thoughts and wiſhes — But this day, 

But this one ſad, unhappy day, permit mee 

Alone, and far divided from your eye, eee 
To cover my diſtreſs, leſt you, too tender, 
Shou'd ſee, and ſhare it with me from to- morrow, 

*T will not have a houget conceal'd ſrom you. (34 
O/. What ſtrange diſquiet! from what ſtranger cauſe? 
Zara. If Lam really bleſs'd with Oſmar's love, 

He will not, then, refuſe this humble prayer. 
O/. If it moſt be, it muſt. Be — 

wi | 
Takes ſe from your wiſhes ay - conſent 
Depends, not on my choice, but your decree : 
G0 but remember, how he loves, ho thus, 


Zara. It . me more than pain, to make you fed 
Of. — can | you, Zara, leave me J 
Zara. Alas! oy ous! 2 

LBit Zara 


Oſman. Alone. It ſhou'd be; yet, methinks, 200 
ſoon to fly me 


Too ſoon, as yet, to wrong my eaſy faith ; - a 1 


The more I think, the leſs can I conceive, 
What hidden cauſe ſhou'd raiſe ſuch ſtrange deſpair! 
Now, when her hopes have wings, and ev'ry wiſh 
Is courted to be lively hen I love, 
And joy, and empire, preſs her to their boſom ; 
When, not alone belov'd, but ev'n a lover! | 
Profefling, and accepting; bleſs'd, and bleſſing; 
To ſee her eyes, thro? tears ſhine myſtick love ! 
' Cis madneſs! and I were unworthy power, 
To. ſuffer longer, the capricious inſult! | 
Wet, was I blameleſs ?—-No—T was too raſhs IF 
¶ have felt. jealouſy, = 2 to _ * 


I have 


© . . An 

T have diyſiad.her-—aand alt the loves 
Gen'rous atonement, | 6 tis my duty 

N a length of dſrindulgence, 

tranſports of à rage, which ſtill was — 

Hencefotth, I never will ſuſpect ber A 

- Nature's plain power of charming dwells about ber, 
And innocence gives force to-ev'ry ward: + 0 

JT owe full « ce to Merl 

For in her eye ſhines truth, and ev ry Sg 

Shogts confirmation round her ;—— remark d, 

Ev'n while ſne ur, her, ſoul, a thouſand times, 

Sprung to ber li „ and long' d to leap to mine, 


; — uttrance of her love 


; ae a heart ſo low, ſo baſe, 
To To loa fork uch tenderneſs, anthyet have-none ? 


Eater Meiden, with Oraſmin. 


Meli. This letter, great diſpoſer of the world ! 
Addrefs'd to Zara, and in private brought, _ © 
Your faithful guards; this moment intercepted, .. 
And humbly offer to your ſovereign eye. 
O,. 5 nearer; give it me. ro Zara 1 
2 
ring in it with ſpeed Shame on your flatt' ring 
a 8 1 wy and fnatching the letter. 
Be honeſt and approach me like a ſubjeR, 8 
Who ſerves the prince, yet not forgets the man. 
Aeli. One of the chriſtan flaves, whom late ye 


bounty- 
Releas'd from bondage, ſought with heedful guile, 
Unnotic'd, to deliver it———diſcover'd, 
He waits, in chains, his doom, from your decree. 
- Of. Leave me I tremble, as if ſomething 
fatal | 


4. Were meant me, from this ans d I read it ? 


Meli. Who knows but it contains ſome happy truth, 
That may remove all doubts, and calm your heart? 
Of. Be it as 'twill—it ſhall be read—my hands 


Have apprehenſion, that out-reaches mine! 


Why 


5 Th Tragth of 2 A K l. „ 
Why ſhou 4 they tremble thus ?— Tis done — and now, 


[Opens the letter. 
Pate, be thy call obey'd- 


-Oraſmin, mark FE 
here is a ſecret — 5 b the moſque, 
That way you might eſcape ;- and unperceiv'd, 

« Fly your obſervers, and fulfil our hope; 
% Deſpiſe the danger, and depend on me, 30 
«© Who wait you, but to die, if you gef ure. | 


* - 


Hell! torture! death! and woman! What x 
 _Oraſmin? 4 
Are we awake? heard'ſt thou ? Can this be 8 1 
Oraſ. Wou'd I had loſt all ſenſe e what 
. I bend, | 
Has cover'd my afflicted heart with horror! 
/. Thou ſee'ſt how I am treated? 
Ora Monſt'rous treaſon !! _ 
To an affront, like this, you cannot—muſt not = 
Remain inſenfible——You, who but now, 
From the moſt {light ſuſpicion, felt ſuch pain, 
Muſt, in the hotror of ſo black à guilt, 
Find an affectual cure, and baniſh love. | 
O/. Seek her, this inſtant—go———Oraſmin, fy — 
Shew her this letter—bid her read, and tremble: _ 
Then, in the riſing horrors of her guilt, ; 
Stab her unfaithful breaſt——and let her die 
Say, pray” an: ſtrik'ſt - ſtay, ſtay—return, and pity | 


I will think ry a moment— Let that chriſtian 

Be ſtrait confronted with ber—ſtay — I will! 

I. will—I know not what; Wou'd I p< dead, 

Wou'd I had dy'd, unconſcious of this ſharge ! 

Oraſ. Never did prince receive ſo bold a wrong; 

00% See, here, detected, this infernal ſecret! 

This fountain of her tears, which my weak heart 

Miſtook for marks of tenderneſs and pain! 

Why! what a reach has woman, to deceive! _ 

Under how fine a veil ot grief and fear, | 

Did ſhe propoſe W till (o-morrow'? "1 | 


3 bad PAR 6: | | 
And I. blind dotard! gave the fool's conſent. 
Soth 'd her, and ſaffer's d her to go !—She parted, It 

Diſſolv' d in tears; and parted; to betray mel 
Draſ. Reflection ſerves but to confirm her \ guilt : | 

At length, reſume yourſelf; awaken thought; 

Aſſert your greatneſs; and reſolve like Oſman.” 

Of. Nereftan, too! Was the boaſted honour 

Of that proud chriſtian ? whom Feruſalem 

. Grew loud in praiſing !;whoſe half-envy'd virtue 

I wonder'd at, "myſelf Land felt diſdain, | 
Jo be but equal to a chriſtian's greatneſs !. 
| _ does he e me thus : baſe insel! 

Honeſt, pretending, pious, „ villian! 

Vet, Zan is a wy . my baſe, 

More hypocrite, than he ! ——a'ſlave l a wretch ! | 

Glas” ſo loſt, that ev'n the vileſt labours, 

In which * condemn d, cou d never fink 

m. 
Beneath his nativeinfamy Did the not hinges, 
What I have done, what ſuffer'd—for her ſake? - 


Oral. Cou 8 a [gracious lord! fangs 815 
! 


* 


vou wou d 
0% I know — art gb 11 f ſee ber; 
Pl tax her in thy prefence:—Pll upbraid her 
l let her learn—go—find, and bring her to me. 
Oraſ. Alas! my lord, EA as you es | 
What can you wiſh to ſay 2 ? 
0% I know not, now: us 
But I reſolve to ſee her —＋cieſt the think,” 
© Her falſhood has, perhaps, the power to grieve me. 
Oraſ. Believe 2 fir, your chreatnings, your 
nts, 
What will they all N ec Bo Tara's tears, 
To quench this fancy d an 75 your loſt heart, 
Seduc'd, againſt itſelf, wil fearch but reaſons, 
'To juſtify ne which gives it pain: 
Rather conceal, from Zara, this diſcovery; 
And let ſome truſty flave convey the letter, 
Reclos d to her own hand — then, ſhall you learn, 
Spite of her frauds, diſguiſe, and artifice, | 
The firmneſs, or abaſement of her ſoul, 


Of. 


— 


Here take this fatal letter chuſe a flave, 


His try d fidelity Diſpateh be gone 


. Tagab e, L ARA ow 
Thy counſel charms me! Well about it 


„ e | „ E | 
"Till be ſome recompence, at leaſt, to ſee 
Her bluſhes, when detected _ 
Oraſ. Oh ! my lord,- . 
I doubt you in the trial for, your heart 
O/. Diſtruſt me not my love, indeed, is weak, - 
But honour and diſdain, more ſtrong than Zara: 


Whom yet ſhe never ſaw, and who retains 


ae 

Now, whither ſhall I turn my eyes and ſleps | | 

The ſureſt way to ſhun her; and give time 25 

For this diſcovering trial? Heav'n ! "ſhe's here! 

Enter Zara. 

So; madam! Fortune will befriend my cauſe,” 

And free me from your fetters: you are met, 

Mott abtly, to diſpel a.new-ris'n doubt;:- _ 

That claims the fineſt of your arts to gloſs it. 46 £5 Gat 221 
Unhappy each by other, it is time * 
To end our mutual pain, that both may reſt: | 
You want not generoſity, but love; 
My pride forgotten, - my obtruded throne, 
=p 88 cares, re * and eee 

ouching your gratitude, provok'd r 3-5: ; 
Till by : length af” benefits, — 1 3 85 1 
Your * * ſubmitted, and you thought was 
ve; n . 


But you deceiv'd. yourſelf; and injur'd me. 


There is, I'm told, an object, more deſerving 

Your love, than Oſnan I wou d know his name ? 

Be juſt, nor trifle with my anger: tell me, 8 
Now, while expiring pity ſtruggles, faint; 5 : 
While I have yet, perhaps, the pow'r to pardon: 


| Giveupthe bold invader of my claim, 


% 


E 2 = And 
* * * q 
o 
* 


. 
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And let him die to ſave thee. Thou art known ; 
Think, _ reſolve While I yet ſpeak, renounce- 
im; OS, 
While yet the thunder rolls, ſuſpended, ſtop it; 
Let thy voice charm me, and recall my ſoul, 
That turns, averſe, and dwells no more on Zara ? 
Zara. Can it be O/man, ſpeaks? and ſpeaks to Zara? 
Learn, cruel] ! learn that this afflicted heart, - 
This heart, which heaven. delights to: prove, by tor- 
tures, | ny et 
Did it not love, has pride, and pow'r, to ſhun you : 
Alas ! you will not know me ! What have I 
To fear, but that unhappy love, you queſtion ?. 
That love, which only, cou'd. outweigh the ſhame, . 
I feel, while 1 deſcend, to weep my wrongs : | 
I know not, whether heaven, that frowns upon me, 
Has deftin'd my unhappy days, for yours; 
But, be my fate, or beg u, or-curs'd, I ſwear, 
By honour, dearer ev'n than life, or love, * 
Cou d Zara be but miſtreſs of herſelf, x 
She wou'd, with cold regard; look down on kings, 
And, you alone excepted, fly em all: | 
Wou'd you learn more, and open all my heart ? 
Know, then, that ſpite of this renew'd injuſtice, ' 
I do not, cannot—wiſh to love you leſs ; 
That long before you look'd ſo low, as Zara, 
Ste gave her heart to Oſman—Yours, before 
| Your benefits had bought her, or your eye 
Had thrown diſtinction round her; never had, 
Nor ever will acknowledge, other lov 
And, to this ſacred truth, atteſting heaven! 
I call thy dreadful notice] If my heart 
Deſerves reproach, tis for, but not from, Oſman. 
Of. What! does ſhe, yet, preſume to ſwear ſincerity! 
Oh! boldneſs of unbluſhing perjury! ß 
Had 1 not feen, had I not read, ſuch proof, 
Of her light falſhood, as extinguiſf'd doubt, 
1 cou'd not be a man, and not believe her. 4 
Zara. Alas! my lord, what cruel fears have ſeiz'd 
| | you 7 4 | | l | & +? 
What harſh, myſterious words were thoſe, J heard? 


— 


i'F 4 


* * 


9 


* f F 45 
* 1 * 


e 6 EP Wits. 
Of: 8 ſhou d Oſmas feel, fince Zara loves 


Zara. I cannot live, and afar to your voice. 
In that reproachful tone !—your angry eye 
Trembles with fury, while you talk of wr 

O/. Since Zara loves him * 8 

Zara. Is it poſſible, 


- Oſman ſhould liſbelieve it M again, 78 


Tour late · repented violenee returns; 
prong what killing frowns you dart a 


gaĩnſt me! 
Can it be kind? Can it be juſt. to doubt me? 
of. No—I can doubt no looger—you may retire. 
| [Exit Zara 


* Re-enter Oralimin. - 


* ſhe's deb ev'n DEST 

Her ſex s undiſcoyer'd power of ſeeming : 

She's at the topmoſt point of ſhameleſsartifice ; - 

An empreſs at deceiving Soft, and eaſ - 1B, 
Deſtroying, like a plague, in calm tranquillity : 

She's innocent, ſhe fwears — So is the fire: 

It ſhines in harmleſs diſtance, bright, and 8 * 
Conſuming nothing, till it, firſt, embraces— 
Say ? haſt thou chos'n a ſlave? -I he inſtructed? 
Haſte, to detect her vileneſs! and my wrongs. 


Oral. Punctual, I have obey'd your whole command: 
But, have you arm'd, my lord, your injur d heart, 


With coldneſs, and indi rence ? Can you hear, 
All painleſs ! and unmov'd, the falſe one's name? 
- Of. Oraſmin! I adore her, more than ever 

Oraſ. My lord, my-emperor.! forbid it, 'heav'n! 

_ Of. I have diſcern'd a gleam of diſtant hope; 
his hateful chriſtian, the Tight growth of France, 
Proud, young, vain, amorous, conceited, raſh, > 
Has miſconceiv'd ſome charitable glance. 
And judg'd it love, in Zara : — He; alone, 
Then, has offended-me,——Is it ber fault, ( 4 EE 
If thoſe, ſhe charms, are ny" and dazing ? 
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Zara, perhaps, expected not this letter 

And I, with raſhneſs, groundleſs, as its writer's, _ _ 

Took fire, at my own fancy, and have wrong'd her- 

Now, hear me, with attention Soon as night | 

Has thrown her. welcome ſhadows o'er the palace; 

When this Vereſtan, this ungrateful chriſtian, 

Shall lurk, in expectation, near our walls | 
Be watchful, that our guards ſurprize, and ſeize him; 

Then, bound in fetters, and o'erwhelm'd with:ſhame,. 

Condu the daring traitor to my preſence ; | 

But, above all, be ſure, you hurt not Zara: 

Mindful, to what ſupreme exceſs, I love. 

Þ feel, I muſt confeſs, a kind of ſhame, 

And bluſh, at my own tenderneſs— but, ſaith, 
Howe er it ſeems deceiv'd, were weak, as I am, 

Cou'd it admit diftreft; to blot its face, 5 
And give appearance way, till proof takes place. 


Eng of the Fourth Ad. 
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ACT v. SCENE'k 


ZARA and S K LI I A. 


85 5 
- Zara: OOTH me, fo longer, with this vain de- 
To a recluſe, like me, who dares, henceforth, 
Preſume admiſſion . The ſeraglig's ſhint—— 1 
P * ; | rr'd, 


The Tragedy of ZL A N A. 3 + i 
 Yarr'd, and unpaſſable—as death, 0 Une! 1 


My brother ne*er muſt hope to ſee me, more: 85 3k 7 75. 


How now what unknown ſlave accoſts us, wow: * 
Eater Melidor. Jl 


Mel. This letter, truſted to my hands, receive,” 
In ſecret witneſs, I am, wholly, yours. 
| [Zara reads Atv: 
Se. (Afide ) Thou everlaſting ruler of the world! | 
Shed thy wiftfd merey on our hopeleſs tears! 
Redeem us from the hands of hated-infidels, 
And ſave my princeſs from the breaſt of O/man. | 
Zara. I wiſh, e friend, che - comfort of your 
counſel. 
Se. Retire—— —you ſhall be call wait near, 


go, leave ua. | 
| (Exit Melidor: 7 
Zara. Read this and tell me, what A ought to 
anſwer |! | 
For I wou'd gladly hear my brother's voice, - | 

Se. Say rather, you wou'd hear the voice of heav'n. 
"Tis not your brother, calls you, but your God. 

Zara, Þknow it, nor reſiſt his awful will! 
Thou know'ft, that I have bound my ſoul, by oath | 
But, can T— ——ought.l to engage 

myſelf, | 

My b and the chriſtians in this . "FP. . 

Se. Tis not their danger, that alarms your fear! 
Your love ſpeaks loudeſt, to your ſhrinking aul! 
| know your heart, of ſtrength, to hazard all, 
But, it has let in traitors, who ſurrender, 5 
On poor pretence of ſafety:— —lcan 

e E. 

To underſtand, the weakneſs, that deceives 1 5 
Vou tremble, to offend your haughty lover, 
Whom wrongs, and outrage, but endear the more! 
Yes —— you are blind to O fman's cruel nature, 
That Tartar's fierceneſs, that obſcures his bounties 
This tyger, ſavage, in his tendornels, 


| Courts: 


} : 5 — 


56 1, age of Z AB KA: 
Courts, with contempt, and — amidſt foftnes ; 
- Yet, cannot your neglected heart efface . 
_ His fated, fix d, impreflion! 5 | 3 
Zara: What reproach . | e 
Can I, with juſtice, make him ? —T, indeed, 


— 


Have given him cauſe to hate me 
Was not his throne, was not his temple, ready l 
Did not he court his ſlave, to be a queen! 
And have not I declin'd it!—I, who ought 
To tremble, conſcious of affronted/power! 
- Have not I triumph'd o'er his pride, and love! 
Seen him ſubmit his own high will, to mine; | 
And ſacrifice his wiſhes, to my weakneſs ! 5 
Se. Talk we, no more, of this unhappy paſſion: | 
What reſolution will your virtue take | 
Tara. All things combine, to ſink me to deſpair : 
From the ſeraglio, death, alone, will free me. 
Plong to ſee the chriſtians happy climes, - + | 
Yet, in the moment, while I form that prayer, & 
I figh a ſecret wiſti, to languiſh, here: 
How fad a ſtate is mine !- my reſileis foul 
All ign'rant, what to do, or what to wiſh! 
My only perſect ſenſe is, that of pain. 
O. guardian heaven! protect my brother's life: 
For | will meet him, and fulfil his prayer. 
Then, when from Solyma's unfriendly walls, 
His abſence ſhall unbind his fifter's tongue, 
Oſnan ſhall learn the ſecret of my birth, | 
My faith unſhaken, and my deathleſs love! 
He wil approve my choice, and pity mei! 
III fend my ry word, be may expect me! 
God of my fathers ! 


| [Exit Selima. 
| Let thy 0d fare. me, . y vin direft. © 


Tuter 


— 
- 


The nb, 2 K e 


8 „ 


Enter Selima, gs) Melidor. | 


| 3 the chriſtian, who intruſted thee, 5 


That Zara's heart is fix d, nor ſhrinks at danger: 

And, that my faithful friend will, at the hour, 

Expect, and introduce kim, to his wiſh.- 

Away - — the Sultan comes: he muſt not find us. 
a 0 IE xeunt Zara and 2 


Enter Oſman, * Oraſmin. 45 


of Swifter, ye lere move on; my. fury — woke | 
Impatient, and wou'd puſſi the wheels of. time 
How 15 4 What meſſage doſt thou brigg.2; Speak; 
What anſwer gave ſhe, to the letter ſent her 

Mel. She bluſh d, and trembled, and grew. pale, and; 

us'd ; 

Then bluſh'd, and ad) it; and; again, grew pale ; _— 
And wept, and ſmil'd, and doubted, and reſoly'd : | 
For, after all this race of vary'd paſſions, 


| When ſhe had ſent me out, and call'd me back, 


Tell him (ſhe cry'd) who has intruſted thee; __ 5 
That Zara's heart is fix d, nor ſhrinks at danger - 


And, that wy faithful friend will, a-the hour, . 


Expect, and introduce him to his wiſñß. | 
Of. Enoughe-be gone I have no ear fas 8656 


[To the ſia ve. 


Leave me, thou too, Oraſmin. — Leave me life, 
- © Qraſmin. 

For; ev'ry mor: al aſpe& moves my hate 

Leave me to my diſtraction I grow mad, | 


And cannot bear the viſage of a friend. 
Leave me to rage, deſpair, and ſhame, and e 4 


Leave me, to ſeek. mylelf.— and ſhun mankind. ” & 
Alone. } | 


Whom am I! Pear? n Who am II What reſolve 1 
Zara! Nereflan! Sound thoſe words like names 
Necrced ta join * paule 1 ns Zara- 


Wau'd- 
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Wou'd, I cou d tear her image, from my heart 


*T were happier, not to live, at all, ow live 
Her ſcorn, the ſport of an ungrateful falſe one! 


And fink the ſovereigo, in « woman's property: 


* 


| Re-enter” Oraſmin. 


Oraſnis — Friend! return nn | cannot 
ar 
This abſence; ſrom thy reaſon: *was unkind,” 
Twas cruel, to obey me, thus diſtreſs d, 
And wanting power to think, when I had loft ths. | 
How goes the hour! Has he appear'd ! This rival! 
Periſh the ſhameful-found——— This villain chrif-- 
tian! 

Has he appear d, below! 

Oraf. Silent, and dark, 
Th' unbreathing world is huſh d, as if i it  heard,".. 
And liſten d to, your ſorrows. -. | 

O/.-O, treach'rous night! a 
Thou lend'ſt thy ready veil, to ev'ry treaſon,” ; 
And teeming miſchiefs-thrive;: beneath th ſhade- 


_ Ora/min! = phet! reaſon! truth! and love! 
Aſter ſuch feng 


ngth of benefits, to wrong me! 
How have I over- rated, how miſtaken, 

The merit of her beauty Did I not 
Forget, I was a monarch? Did I remember, 
That Zara was a ſlave! I gave up all. 


Gave up tranquillity, diſtinction, pride, 


And fell, the ſhameful victim of my love! | 

Oraſ. Sir! Sovereign! Sultan ! my imperial maſter” 
Reflect on your own greatneſs, and diſdain | 
The diſtant provocation. 

Of. Heard'f thou nothing? 

Ora ſ. My lord | 


Of A noiſe like dying groans l. 


Oraſ. I liſten, but can hear 


Of. look out ——be N 

N or tread of mortal * voce 1 

; car — | | 
The 
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Tbe ſtill ſeraglio lies, profoundly plung d, 5 
In deach. He filence nothing ſt firs 5 r 1 
Is ſoft, as infants” ſleep; no breathin 
--Steals thro' the ſhadows: to awaken ni 8 
O/. Horrors a thouſand times — dark, than theſe, 
Benight my ſuff ring ſoul Thou doſt not know 1 
To what exceſs of tenderneſs, I loy'd her. ; — 
I knew no happineſs, but what ſhe gave me, e 
Nor cou d have felt a mis ry, but for her! 
Pity this weakneſs ——D— mine are tears, Oraſmin! 
That fall not oft nor lightly,——— 
Ora). Tears — Oh heaven! | 
3 The firſt, which, ever, yet, unmann unmana'd my eyes! 
O! pity Zara——pity me Oraſmin ! 
. e but forerun the tears of deftin'd blood. 
Oraſ. Oh, my unhappy lord !-I tremble for you 
O/. Do——tremble-at my ſuff rings, at my love, 
At my revenge, too, r tis due, 
And will not be deluded. 
Oraſ. Hark ! T hear : 
The 9, of men, along the neighb'ring wall! 
# y— ſeize him — tis Nere/tan ! wait no chains, 
| Bet ag him down, to my impatient eye. 
N {Exit Onſuin. 


Enter Zara and Selima, in the dark. 


Za. Where art thou Selina] Give me thy hands 
It is ſo dark, I tremble, as I ſtep, | ; 
With fears and ſtartings, never felt till now! f 

Of. ates! 'tis her voice! the wee | 

ſou 

That has, ſo often, charm'd me into baſeneG! - 
Oh!] the perfidious hypocrite ! ſhe goes, 

To meet th inviting infidel — BOW;; now, | 

_TDrawing a dagger. 
Revenge, ftand firm, and intercept bis wiſhes : 8 
Newer! on whom ! no matier——caith, . 
2 | keav'n, 
Wou' ' 


—— — — 


2 * 
0 


„5 ee e x7 


Won 'd bluſh, wood 1 forbear — Zara, 
now: x, [Drops the davger | 
I muſt not—cannot firike, the ſtarting ſteel, 
2 ae flies my hand, and ſhuns to wound her. 
his is the private path come nearer 
lead me | 
Are we not notic'd, think'ſt thou | 
Se. Fear not, madam $5.8" 4s ; 
It cannot, now, be long, ere we ſhall meet bla, 
Of. That word bas giv'n me back, my ebbing rage. 
T Recovers the dagger. 
Za. I walk in terror, and my heart forebodes ; - 
Who's there? Nereftan ! 1s it you! — Oh! 


welcome ! !ͤů⸗x2⸗ 
{Stabbing ber. 
, This to thy heart —Tis not the traitor, 
meets thee, 


Tis the — writes it, in thy blood. 


Za. Oh, gracious heaven l receive my partin ſoul. 
Dies. 


. Of. Soul ?——then revenge has reach'd . 


8 will, now, 
| Haſte, from this fatal place———1 cannot leave ber! 


Whom did I ſtrike! was this the act of love 


Swallow me earth Dy ea s filent- Zara's 
dead! 
And, ſhou'd I live, to ſee amis "SEK 55 | 

Twill ſhew me but her blood. -ſhew me, left 

__ yoykeſs, | | 


In a wide empty world, with bs round me, 
Bat penitence, and pain and, yet, *twas juſt ; 
Hark . deſtiny has ſent her lover to me, 
To fill my Vengeance, and reſtore my Joy. 


Enter Oralmin, * Nen 


8 Approach, thou wretch I thou more than curs'd! come 
nearer: mmm mn Feral 9 5 


- 


Thod heart of heroe, with a traytor's ſoul! 


F 


- „ 

„ I 
. 
: 4 
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Thou! who; in gratitude, nant, . 
Haſt given me miſeries,. beyond thy own ? * 


Go—reap'thy due reward, 7 —5 to ſuffer, 
Whate'er inventive malice ri 1 55 
To make thee feel thy death, and N flow. * 
Are my commands e | 5 

Oraſ. All is prepar 7 . 
 _ Of. Thy wanton eyes look oY in | ok & ber, 
Whoſe love, deſcending to a ſlave; like thee, 

From my diſtonour'd band, receiv'd is doom {* T 
See! where ſhe lies. 

Ne. O, fatal, rath, mistake t:: 

O/. Doſt thou behold her, e 

Ne. Unbappy ſiſter !. | = 
28 iter DION ths fy u., CY 
 Blefs me, with deafiieſs, heaven? 80 

Ne. Tyrant! | didn - % 4 "7 
She wy 2 ſiſter w—— Al, hat! now, is leſt & 

- ENS 

Diſpatch === Frei my Uiftrafted Ys dn, 

next, FEES 
The remnamt of the royal, chriſtian, blood : 
Old Luſignan, expiring, in my arms, 
Sent his too wretched 155 on, with his laſt b 
To his, now, murder d daughter? 
Wou'd, I had ſeen the bleeding innocent! wh 
I'wou'd have liv'd, to ſpeak td her, in death ; | e 
Wou'd have awaken d, in Er v7 wal „ 
A livelier ſenſe of her àbandon d _—_ „ 
bh god; who, left by her, forſook ber, Wh 2 

ave the poor, loſt, ſurer, to thy rage * 

2 5 Thy filter ? Lufigrian, her father Selm? 

Can this be true; and have I wrong d thee, Zara? 

Se. Thy love was all che cloud, twixt-her, and 

heav'n. - 

Of. Be ddinb—for thou art baſe, to bana. 
To my, already, more, than bleeding, heart: 
And was thy love Gncere What, then, remains? 

Ner. Why ſhou'd a tyrant heſitate, on murder! 
There, . now; remains; but _ of all the blood, 


_— Oraſ. Bat, fir. 
s. : 3 difpute thy maſter's laſt command, 


e " 7 f . A * wa * 7 , | 3 5 | 6 * 
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Which, thro thy father's cruel reign and thing 
Has, never, ceas'd to ſtream on Syr:a's 28 1 
»--Reſiore a wreteh to his unhappy race; 78 
CV 

Can force one feeble to 7 anger. 

I waſte my. fruitleſs words, in empty air; ger 
The tyrant, o'er the bleeding wound, he male,” 
Hangy, his unmoving ee, and heeds not me. 

% ©, Zara... 


. Alas? my. lord, return—whither wou't grief 


5 2 n rous heart ;—this chriſtian dog— 
. T feiters, and obſerve my will!; 
To lin. and all kis friends, give. inſtant liberty: 


* Pour a profuſion, of the RE Vs | 
On aheſe unhappy chriſtians ; when heap'd, 


Wich vary'd: ts, and charg'd, with riches, 
Give em ſafe conduR, n 8 


3 


V Reply not, but obey.—— _ 


by n orders——and thy friend, who loves 


Go—loſe no time— farewell—be gone and thou! ! 
Unhappy warrior l. yet, leſs loſt, than I !—— 
- Haſte, from our bloody e and, to thy own, 
| Convey this poor, pale, object of my rage: 
Thy king, and all his chriſtians when they hear 
Thy miſeries: all mourn em, with their tears ; 
But if thou tell ſt em mine, and tel/ſt em, 1 0 
They, who ſhall hate my crime, ſhall pity m 
Take, too this poignard, with thee, which my * habe! 


dad with blood,. far dearer, than my ohn; 


Tell 'em with this, murder d, her, I lov'd; 
; 238 nobleſt, and moſt virtuous, among women! 
5 ſou} of innocence, and pride of truth 
15 'em 1 laid my empire at her feet; 
Lell em, 1 * my dagger in her blood; "A 
Tell em, I fo 'do—and, thus, reven d her, 
tabs himſelf... 


Lev rence his heroe————and conduc 6 bio, ſafe, [Dies.. 


Ner. 


4. 


B. re of ARA © K 15 
- Ner. Direft me, great inſpirer of the ſoul ! $275 

How. I ſhou'd act, how judge, in this diſtreſs ! * 

| Amazing grandeur! and deteſted rage! 

Ev'n I, amidſt my tears, admire this foe, _ 

And mourn his death, who liv'd,. to give me woe. 
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| Spoke -by Mrs. 1E 
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ER E take a ſurfeit, fr Irs; 425 7 8 ; 5 wh 
1 4. fun the pains, that Pago thoſe Turkiſh: 
- fellows: 
I 175 love and death Join bands, their darts c 
ounding 
Save us, ped] bead n ! from this new-way of wounds | 
ing 
Cars'd climate !—where, to cards, a lone-left woman 
Has only, one of ber black-guards, to ſummon! 
Sighs, and fits mop'd, with ber tame breaſt t# gaze at 7 | 
And, Pens ory en4 treat, is all the game e-plays at! 
For—ſhou'd ſhe once, ſome abler hand be trying, 
Poignard's the word | and, the firſt deal is —dying ! 1 


Slife! 2 1 bloody whim get round, in Britain, 


Where womef* freedom bas ſuch boights to fit on;. 
Daggers, wou'd 1 to de ſolati on 
And murder d belles un-ptople. Balf the nation. 
Fain wou'd I help this play, to nove compaſſion: ; 
| And live, to bunt ſuſpicion out of faſbion. —— 
Four motives, ſtrongly recommend, to lovers, 


Hate of bis . ; that aur wr fern * 
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Pieft bends Httvbnidn will, or di Lye. 
7: will dr, b will 4. there's ant en ft. 
Re afe id fa jour wut is | 
Fear is affront ; and jralou W. 

Ner- H. who bids bis ths do whar ſhe pleaſes, 

 Blunts wedlick's edge! and all iti torture eaſes - 
Fer not to feel your Taffrin . it the ſame, 

| . not o ſuffer :. all the diff rence—name: 
Thirdly — The jealous huſband wrongs his bonear 7 

1 Wife goes lame, without Jome hurt upon ber : 

Anil, the\maliciogs world will ftill be gueſſing, 

Who, oft, diner aut, diſlikes bis own cook's dreſfin ng. 

- PFourthly, and laſily, to conclude my lefture, 

6 een you w fix the isconſt ant wife—reſped Kr. 0 

who perceives ber:virtues er- rated, 

Will fear to have th account more juſtly flated: 7 | 

Aud, borr' —_ from ber pride, the good oy s ſeeming - 

rows rea ty n jour eſteeming. 
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